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Kin^ HeiuT the Sixth. 

Duke of Gioster, uncle to the kin^, and protector. 

Duke of Bedford, uncU to the long, tmd regent 

qf France. 
Tliomas Beaufort, duke qf Exeter, great uncle to 

the king. 
Hennr Beaufort, great unde to the kinr, bishop of 

PTinchester, and aflenoards cardinaL 
John Beaufort, earl ay Somerset ; afterwards duke. 
Richard Plantagenet, eldest son qf Richard, late 

earl of Cambridge i afterwards dukeqfYork. 
Earl of Warwick. Earl of Salisbuiy. 

Earl of Suffolk. 

Lord Talbot, aflenoards earl qf Shrewsbury, 
John Talbot, ?us son. 
Edmund Mortimer, earl of March. 
Mortimer's keeper, and a lawyer. 
Sir John Fastolfe. Sir William Lucy. 

Sir William Glansdale. Sir Thomas Gaimve. 
Mayor qf London. Woodville, Ueut. <ifthe Tower 
Vernon, of the white rose, or York faction. 
Basset, of the red rose, or Lancaster faction. 
Charles, dauphin, and aflenoards king qf France. 
Reignier,<2ttA:e qfAnjou/md titular king qf Maples. 
Di3ee of Burgundy. Duke of Alencon. 

Governor of Parts. Bastard qf Orleans. 

Master-gunner qf Orleans, and his son. 
General of the French forces in Bourdeaux. 
A French Sergeant. A Porter. 

An old shepherd, father to Joan la PuceUe. 

Margaret, daughter to Reignier ; afterwards mar- 
ried to King Henry. Countess of Au vergne. 
Joan la PuceUe, commonly called Joan qfArc 

Fiends appearing to La PuceUe, lords, warders 
qf the Tower, heralds, officers, soldiers, mes- 
servers, and several attendants, both on the 
English and French. 

Scene, partly tn England, and partly in France, 



FIRST PART OF 
KING HENRY VI. 



ACT I. 

SCEJVE I.—TFestminster Abbey, Deadmarch, 
Corpm of King Heniy the Fifth discovered^ 
lying in state ; attended on by the Dvket ef 
Bedford, Gloster, and Exeter ; the Earl of War- 
wick, the Bishop of Winchester, Heralds, ^-c 

Bedford. 

JExUNG be the hearens with black,i yield day to 

night! 
Comets, importing change of times and states, 
Brandish your crystal tresses in the sky; 
And with them scourge the bad revolting stars. 
That have consented unto Henry's death .' 
Henry the FifUi, too famous to five long ! 
lijifrland ne'er lost a king of so much worth. 

Ulo. England ne'er had a king, until his time. 
Virtue he had, deserving to c(Mnmand : 
His brandish'd sword did blind men with his beams ; 
His arms spread wider than a dragon's wings ; 
His sparkhng eyes replete with wrathful fire. 
More dazzled and drove back his enemies. 
Than mid-day sun, fierce bent against their faces. 
What slK)uld I say? his deeds exceed all speech: 

(1) Alluding to our ancient stage-practice whea 
a tragedy was to be acted. 
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He ne'er lift up his hand, but conquered. 

Exe. We mourn in black ; Why mourn we not 
in blood ? 
Heniy is dead, and never shall revive : 
Upon a wooden coffin we attend; 
And death's dishonourable victory 
We with our stately presence glorify, 
Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 
What ! shall we curse the planets of mishap, 
That plotted thus our glory's overthrow ? 
Or shall we think the subtle-witted French 
Conjurers and sorcerers, that, afraid of him. 
By magic verses^ have contrivM his end? 

Win. He was a king blessed of the King of kings. 
Unto the French the dreadful judginent day 
So dreadful will not be, as was his sight 
The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought : 
The chureh's prayers made him so prosperous. 

Glo. The church! where is it? Had not church- 
men prayM, 
His thread of life had not so soon decay'd : 
None do you like but an effeminate prince. 
Whom, like a school-boy, you may over-awe. 

Win. Gloster, whateW we like, thou art pro- 
tector ; 
And lookest to command the prince, and roahn. 
Thy wife is proud ; she holdeth thee in awe, 
More than dod, or religious churchmen, may. 

Glo. Name not religion, for thou lov'st the flesh ; 
And ne'er tiiroughout the year to church thou go'st, 
Except it be to pray against thy foes. 

Bed. Cease, cease thesejars, and rest your minds 
in peace ! 
Let's to the altar :— Heralds, wait on us :— 
Instead of gold, we'll offer up our arms ; 
Since arms avail not, now that Henry's dead.— 
Posterity, await for wretched years, 

(1) There was a notion long prevalent, that life 
might be taken away by metrical charms. 
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When at their mothers* moist cnres babes shall Mck ; 
Our isle be made a nourish* of salt tears, 
And none but women left to wail the dead.— 
Heniy the Fifth ! thy ghost I invocate ; 
Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils ! 
Coraoat with adverse planets in the heavens I 
A far more glorious star thy soul will make. 
Than Julius Caesar, or bright 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My honourable lords, health to you all .' 
Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 
Of loss, M slau^ter, and discomfiture : 
Guienne, Champaigne, Rheims, Orleans, 
Paris, Guysors, Poictiers, are all quite lost 

Bed. What say'st thou, man, before dead Henij't 
corse? 
Speak softly : or the loss of those great towns 
Will make him burst his lead, and rise from death. 

Glo. Is Paris lost? is Rouen yielded up ? 
If Henry were recall'd to life again. 
These news would cause him once more yield the 

Exe. How were they lost.^ what treachery was 
♦ us'd? 

Mess. No treacheiy ; but want c^men and money. 
Among tfie soldiers this is muttered, — 
That here you maintain several factions ; 
And, whilst a field should be despatched and fought, 
You are disputing of your generals. 
One would have Ting*rii^ wars, with little cost; 
Another would flv swift but wanteth wings ; 
A third man thinks, without expense at all. 
By guileftil fair words peace may be obtain*d. 
Awake, awake, English nobility ! 
Let not sloth dim your honours, new-begot : 
Cropp'd are the flower-de-luces in your arms ; 
Of £jigland*s coat one half is cut away. 

(1) Nurse was anciently so spelt 
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Exe, Were our tears wanting to this funeral, 
These tiding would call forth her flowing tidesJ 

Bed. Me Siey concern ; re^nt I am of France :— 
Give me my steeled coat, I'll fight for France. — 
Away with these disgraceful wailing robes ! 
Wounds I will lend the French, instead of eyes, 
To weeD their intermissive nuseries.^ 

Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess. Lords, view these letters, full of bad 

mischance, 
France is revolted from the English quite; 
Except some petty towns of no import : 
The dauphin Charles is crowned king in Rheims; 
The bastard of Orleans with him is ioin*d ; 
Reigneir, duke of Anjou, doth take his part ; 
The duke of Alen^on flieth to his side. 

Exe. The dauphin crowned king ! all fly to him ! 
O, whither shall we fly from this reproach ? 

Glo. We will not fly, but to our enemies' throats : 
Bedford, if thou be slack, Pll fight it out 

Bed. Gloster, why doubt'st thou of my forward- 
ness.^ 
An army have I muster'd in my thoughts, 
Wherewitib already France is over-run. • 

Enter a third Messenger. 

3 Mess. My gracious lords, — ^to add to your 

laments. 
Wherewith you now bedew kina: Henry's hearse, — 
I must inform you of a dismal light, 
Betwixt the stout lord Talbot and the French. 
JVin. What I wherein Talbot overcame ? is't so ? 
3 Mess. O, no; wherein lord Talbot was o'er- 
thrown: 
The circumstance V\\ tell you more at large. 

(1) Her, t. e. England's. 

(2) i. e. Their miseries which have had <Hiiy » 
short intermission. 
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The teotfa of Angost last, this dresdftd lord. 
Retiring frcm the si^ of Orleans, 
Having full scarce six thousand in his troop, 
By three and twenty thoatand of the French 
Was round encompassed and set npon : 
No leisure had he to enrank his men ; 
He wanted pikes to set before his archers ; 
Instead whereof, sharp stakes, plock'd out of hedges, 
They pitched in the ground confusedly. 
To keep the horsemen off from breaking in. 
More than three hours the fight continued ; 
Where valiant Talbot, above human thought, 
Enacted wonders widi his swwd and lance. 
Hundreds he sent to hell, and none durst stand him . 
Here, there, and every where, enragM he slew : 
The French exclaimM, The devil was in arms ; 
All the whole army stood agazM on him : 
His soldiers, spring his undaunted spirit, 
A Talbot ! a Talt»t ! cried out amain, 
And niflhM into the bowels of the batde. 
Here had the conauest fully been sealM up. 
If sir John Fastolte had not play'd the coward ; 
He being in the vaward (placM behind. 
With purpose to relieve and follow them,) 
Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke. 
Hence grew the general wreck and massacre ; 
Euclos^ were ti^y with their enemies : 
A base Wallocm, to win the dauphin's grace. 
Thrust Talbot widi a spear into the back ; 
Whom all France, with their chief assembled 

strength. 
Durst not presume to look <mce in the face. 

Bed. Is Talbot slain? then I will slay myself. 
For living idly here, in pomp and ease. 
Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid, 
Unto his dastard foe-men is betrayed. 

3 Mess. O no, he lives ; but is took pris(xier. 
And lord Scales with him, and lord Hungerford t 
Most of the rest slauefaterM, or took, likewise. 

Bed. His ransom ^ere is none but I shall pay: 
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1*11 hale the dauphin headlong from hia throne. 
His crown shall be the ransom of my firicaid ; 
Four uf their lords Pll change for one of ours. — 
Farewell, my masters; to my task will I; 
Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make* 
To keep our great Saint George's feast withal : 
Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take, 
Whose bloody deeds dmll make all Europe (pake. 

3 Mess. So yon had need ; for Orleans is besiegM ; 
The English army is grown wedc and faint : 
The earl of Salisbuiy craveth supply. 
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 
Since thev, so few, watch such a multitude. 

Exe. Kemaxkber, lords, your oa^ to Henry 
sworn; 
Either to quell the dauphin utterly, 
Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 

Bed. I do remember it ; and here take leave, 
To go about my preparation. [Exit 

Glo. rU to the Tower, with all the haste i can, 
To view the artilleiy and munition ; 
And then I will proclaim young Henry king. [Ex. 

Exe. To Eltham will I, where the young king is. 
Being ordain*d his special governor ; 
And for his safety there I'll best devise. [Exit. 

Win. Each hath his place and functi(» to attend : 
I am left out ; for me nothing remains. 
But long I will not be Jack-out-of-<^£ce; 
The king from Eltham I intend to send. 
And sit at chiefest stem <^ public weal. 

[Exit. Scene doses. 

SCEJ^E //.—France. Before Orleans. Enter 
Charles, with his forces ; Alen^on, Reignier, 
osnd others. 

Char, Mars his true moving, even as in the 
heavens. 
So in the earth, to this day is not known : 
Late did he shine upon the English side ; 
Now we are vkrtors, upon us he smiles. 
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What toivns of any moment, but we hare ? 
At pleasure here we lie, near Orleans; 
Otfaerwhiles, the faraishM £ngU^, Hke pale gfaoats, 
Faintly besiege ]p one hour in a month. 

Aim, They want their porridge, and their fat 
buU-beeves : 
Ei&er they most be dieted like mules, 
And have their provender tied to their moutiit. 
Or piteous they will lode, like drowned mice. 

Reig. Let's raise the siege; Why tire we idly 
here? 
Talbot is taken, whran we wont to fear ; 
Remaineth noae but mad-brain*d SaUsbuir ; 
And he may well in frettins spend his gall, 
Nor men, nor nKxiey, hath he to make war. 

Oiar. Sound, sound alarum ; we will ruA on 



Now for the honour of the forlorn French : — 

Him I forgive my death, that killeth me, 

When he sees me go back one foot, or fly. [Exe. 

Alarums ,* excursions ; afiervoards a rdreoL Re- 
enter Charles, Alenqon, Reignier, and others. 

Char. Whoeversaw the like? what men have I? — 
Dogs ! cowards ! dastards .' — I would ne'er have fled. 
But that th«y left me 'midst my enemies. 

Reig. Salisbury is a desperate h(»nicide ; 
He fi^teth as (me vrekry of his life. 
The other lords, like lions wanting food, 
Do rush upon us as their hungry prey.l 

Alen. Froissard, a counti^an of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred. 
During the time Edward the third did reign. 
More truly now may this be verified ; 
F(Mr none but Samsons, and Goliases, 
It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten ! 
Lean raw-bon'd rascals ! who would e'er suppose 
Tbej had such courage and audacity? 

(1) i. e. The prey for which they are hoi^ry. 
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Char, Lei's leave this town ; for they are haif- 
brained slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager : 
Of old I know tiiem; rather witl^ their teeth 
The walls they'll tear down, than forsake the siege. 

Reig. I think, by some odd gimmals^ or device. 
Their arms are set, like clocks, still to strike on ; 
Else ne'er could they hold out so, as they do. 
By my consent, we'll e'en let them alone. 

Alen. Be it so. 

Enter the Bastard of Orleans. 
Bast. Where's the prince dauphin? I have news 

for him. 
Char. Bastard^ of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 
Bast Methinks your looks are sad, your cheer^ 
appall'd ; 
Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence } 
Be not dismav'd, for succour is at hand : 
A holy maid hither with me I bring. 
Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven, ^ 

Ordained is to raise this tedious siege, 
And drive the English forth the bounds of France. 
The spirit of deep prophecy she hath. 
Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome : 
What's past, and what's to come, she can descry. 
Speak, wiall I call her in .'' Believe my words, 
¥oT they are certain and unfallible. 

Char. Go, call her in : [Exit Bastard.] But, first, 
to tiy her skill, 
Reignier, stand thou as dauphin in my place : 
Question her proudly, let thy looks be stem : — 
By this means shall we sound what skill she hath. 

[Retires, 

(1) A gimmal is a piece of jointed work, where 
one piece moves witnin another; here it is taken 
at large for an engine. 

(2) This was not in fonner times a term of re- 
proach. 

(3) Countenance. 
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Enter La Pucelle, Bastard q/* Orleans, and othen, 

Reig. Fair maid, ts*t thou wilt do these wond*roiii 

feats? 
Puc Reiguier, is*t thoa that diinkest to beguile 

me? — 
Where is the dauphin ? — oome, come from behind ; 
I know thee well, though never seen before. 
Be not amazed, there's nothing hid from me i 
In private will I talk with thee apart : — 
Stand back, joa lords, and give us leave a while. 
Jtetg. She takes upon her brateljr at first dash. 
Puc Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd*! 

daughter, 
My wit untramM in any land of art 
Heaven,*and our Lady gracious, hath it pleased 
To shine on my contemptible estate : 
Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs. 
And to sun's parching heat display'd my cheeks, 
God's mother deigned to appear to me ; 
And, in a vision ^l of majesty, 
Will'd me to leave my base vocation, 
And free my countiy from calamity : 
Her aid she promis'd, and assured success : 
In complete glory she reveal'd herself; 
And, whereas I was black and swart before. 
With those clear rays which she infusM cm me. 
That beauty am I blessM with, which vou see. 
Ask me what question thou canst possible, 
And I will answer unpremeditated : 
My courage try by combat, if thou dar'st. 
And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex. 
Resolve on this 'A Thou shalt be fortimate. 
If thou receive me for Ay warlike mate. 

Char. Thou hast astcmishM me with thy high 

terms; 
Only this proof I'll of thy valour make, — 
In single combat thou shalt buckle with me ; 

(1) Be firmly persuaded of it 
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And, if thou vanquishest, thy words are true; 
Olhenvise, I renounce all confidence. 

Puc. I ain preparM : here iamy keen-edgM sword, 
DeckM with five flower-de-luces on each side ; 
The which at Touraioe, in Saint Katharine's 

church-yard. 
Out of a deal of old iron I chose forth. 

Char, Then c(nneo*God*sname, I fear no woman. 

Pue, And, while I live, PU ne'er fly from a man. 
[2'heyJighU 

Char. Stay, stay thy hands; thou art an amazon. 
And fightest with the sword of Deborah. 

Puc. Christ's mother helps me, else I were too 
weak. 

Char. Whoe'er helps thee, 'tis thou that must 
help me : 
Impatiently I bum with thy desire ; - 
My heart and hands thou hast at once subdu'd. 
Excellent Pucelle, if thv name be so. 
Let me th^ servant, and not sovereign, be ; 
'Tis the French dauphin sueth to thee thus. 

Puc. I must not jneld to any rites of love, 
For my profession's sacred from above : 
When I have chased all thy foes frcan hmce. 
Then will I think upon a recompense. 

Char. Mean time, look gracious on thy prostrate 

Reig. My Icmil, methinks, is very long in talk. 
Aim. Doubtless he shrives this woman to her 
smock; 
Else ne'er could he so long protract his speech. 
Reig. Shall we disturb Km, since he keeps no 

mean.' 
Alen. He may mean more &an we poor men do 
know: 
These women are shrewd tempters with their 
tooeaea. 
Reig. My lord, where are you .•* what devise yoa 
on.' 
Shall we give over Orleans, or no? 
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Pifc Why, noi I saj, (Sstrostfid recreanlt! 
Fight till the last gasp ; I will be vour guard. 

Char. Wliat die says, 1*11 coonrm ; we'll fight 
it out 

Pue. AssignM am I to be the English scourge. 
This night the siege assuredly I'll raise : 
Expect Saint Martin's summer,* halcyon days, 
Since I have entered into these wars. 
Glory is like a circle in the water. 
Which never ceaseth to enlare;e itself 
Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to nought 
With Hemy's death, the English circle encB* 
Dispersed are the glories it included. 
Now am I like that proud insulting ^'p, 
Which Csesar and his fortune bare at once. 

Char. Was Mahomet inspired with a dove i 
Thou with an eagle art inspired then. 
Helen, the mother of great Ckxistantine, 
Nor yet Saint Philip's daughters,2 were like Aec 
Bright star of Venus, fall'n down on the eartfi. 
How may I reverently worship thee enough ? 

Alen. Leave off delays, and let us raise me si^ne. 

Reig. Wcxnan, do what thou canst to save oar 
honours; 
Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz'd. 

Char. Presently we'll try: — C(»ne, let's away 
about it : 
No prophet will I trust, if she prove false. [Exe, 

SCEJSTE ///.—London. Hill before the Tower. 
EnUr, at the gates, the Vulu qf Gloster, vnth 
his serving-men, in blue coats. 

Glo. I am come to survey the Tower this day ; 
Since Hemy's death, I fear, there is conveyance.*-— 
Where be these warders, that they wait not here ? 

(1) Expect prosperity after misfortune. 

(2) Meaning the four daughters of Philip, men- 
tioned in Acts xxi. 9. 

(3) Theft 
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Open the gates; Gloster it is that calls. 

[Servants knodt, 
1 Ward. [JViihin.] Who is there that knoclis so 
imperiously: 

1 Serv. It is the noble duke of Gloster. 

2 Ward. [fVilMn.] Whoe'er he be, you may 

not be let in. 
1 Serv. Answer you so the lord protector, villains? 
1 Ward. [WUhin.] The Lord protect hun! so 
we answer nim : 
We do no otherwise than we are will'd. 

Glo. Who willed you ? or whose will stands but 
mine ? 
There's none protector of the realm, but I.— 
Break up^ the gates, I'll be your warrantize : 
Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill gnxxnsf 

Servants rush at (he Tower gates. Enter, to the 
gates, Woodville, the lieutenant. 

Wood. [ TFithin.] What noise is this ? what trai- 
tors have we here ? 
Glo. Lieutenant, is it vou, whose voice I hear? 
Open the eates ; here's Gloster, that would enter. 
Wood. JfV^ithin.] Have patience, noble duke : 
Imay not open; 
The cardinal of Winchester forbids : 
From him I have express ccnunandment. 
That thou, nor none of thine, shall be let in. 
Glo, Faint-hearted Woodville, prizest him 'fore 
me? 
Arrogant Winchester? that haughty prelate. 
Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne'er could 

brook? 
Thou art no friend to God, or to the king : 
Open the gates, or I'll shut thee out shortly. 

1 Serv. Open the gates unto the lord protector ; 
Or we'll biu«t them open, if that you come not 
quickly. 

(1) Break open. 
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Enter Winchester, attended hy a train qfservani^ 
in iaumy-coais. 

Win. How now, ambttioas Hmnphrej.' what 
means this? 

Glo. PielM priest,) dost thou command me to be 
shut out ? 

Win. I do, thou most usurping proditor,3 
And not protector of the king, or reabn. 

Glo. Stand back, thou manifest conspirator; 
Thou, that contriv'dst to murder our dead k>rd ; 
Thou, that giv'st whores indulgences to sin : 
ni canvass^ thee in thy broad cardinal*8 hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy insolence. 

Win. Nay, stand thou back, 1 will not budge » 

This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain, 
To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt 

Glo. I will not slay thee, but PU drive thee back : 
Thy scarlet robes, as a cWld*s bearing-cloth, 
1*11 use, to carry thee out of this irface. 

Win. Bo what thou dar'st ; I beard thee to thy 
face. 

Glo. What? am I dar'd, and bearded to my 
face ? — 
Draw, men, for all this jmvileffed place ; 
Blue-coats to tawny-coats. Priest, beware youi 
beard; 
[Gloster and his men attack the bishop, 
1 mean to tug it, and to cuff you soundly : 
Under my feet I stamp thy cardinal's hat ; 
In spite of pope or dignities of church, 
Here by the cheeks I'll drag thee up and down. 

Win. Gloster, thouMt answer this before the pope. 

Glo. Winchester goose,4 1 ciy — a rope ! a rope!— 
Now beat them hence, why do you let them stay ? — 
Thee I'll chase hence, thou wolf in sheep's array.— 

(1) Alluding to his slmven crown. (2) Traitor 
(3) Sift. (4) A strumpet. 
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Out, tawney-coat« ! — out, scarlet^ hjrpocrite ! 

Here a erent tumvlt. In the midst of it^ enter 
the Mayor of London^ and officers. 

May. Fie, lords ! that you, being supreme ma- 
gistrates, 
Thus contumeliously should break the peace ! 

Glo. Peace, mayor ; thou know^st little oi mj 
wrongs: 
Here's Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king, 
Hath here distrainM the Tower to his use. 

ff^tn. Here's Gloster too, a foe to citizens ; 
One that still motions war, and never peace. 
Overcharging your free purses with large fines ; 
That seeks to overthrow religicm, 
Because he is protector of the realm ; 
And would have armour here out of the Tower, 
To crown himself king, and suppress the prince. 

Glo. I will not answ^er thee wim WOTds, but blows. 
[Here they skirmish a^ain. 

May. Nought rests for me, in this tumultuous 
stri^ 
But to make open proclamation : — 
C(»ne, c^Scer ; as loud as e'er thou canst 
Off. Jill manner of men^ assembled here in arms 

this day J against God's peace and the king% toe 

charge and command you^ in his highness' name, 

to repair to your several dwelling-places / and 

not to wear, handle, or use, any sword, weapon^ 

or dagger, henceforward, upon pain of death. 

Glo. Cardinal, PU be no breaker of the law : 
But we shall meet, and break our minds at large. 

Win. Gloster, we'll meet; to thy dear cost, bo 
sure: 
Thy heart-blood I will have, for this day's work. 

May. I'll call for clubs,2 if you will not away :— 

(1) An allusion to the bishop's habit 

(2) That is, for peace-officers armed with clubf 
or staves. 
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This cardinal a more haughty than the <)eviL 
Gh, Mayor, farewell : thou dost but what thou 

may*8t 
Win. Abominable Gloster ! guard thy head; 
F(Nr I intend to have it, ere long. [ExeimL 

May. See the coast clear*d, and then we will 
depart. — 
Good God! that nobles should such stomachs! bear! 
I myself fight not once in forty year. [ExeunL 

SCEJVE IK— France. Be/ore Orleans. Enter 
on ihe toallSj the Master-Gunner and kis Son. 

M. €hm. Sirrah, Ihoa knovr'st how Orleant n 
bcsi^'d; 
And how the English have the suburbs won. 

Son, Father, I know ; and oft have shot at Aera, 
However, unfortunate, I miss'd my aim. 

JH. Gun. But now thou shall not Be iSbaa nd*d 
by fine: 
Chief nmster-gunner am I <^ this town ; 
Scxnefliing I must do, to procure me grace :3 
The prince's espials' have inform'd me, 
How the Et^iso, in the suburbs dose intrendi'd. 
Wont, through a secret grate of iron bars 
In yonder tower, to overpeer the city ; 
And dience discover, how, with most advantage, 
Thej may vex us, with shot, or with assault 
To mtercept this inomvenience, 
A piece of ordnance 'pdtist it I have plac'd; 
And fully even these toree days have I watch'd. 
If I could see them. Now, boy, do thou watch. 
For I can slay no Itwiger. 
If thou spy'st any, run and bring me word ; 
Aikl thou shalt find me at the governor's. [Exit 

Son. Father, I warrant you ; take you no care , 
111 never trouble you, if I may spy them. 



(1) Pride. (2) Favour. (3) Spiei. 

YOL, V. B 
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Enter, in an ttjner chamber of a tower, the Lords 
Salisbury and Talbot, Sir William GlaoMlale, 
Sir Thomas Gaigrave, arui others, 

. Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again retumM ! 
How wert thou handled, bemg prisoner? 
Or by what means gofst thoiT to be releas*d ? 
Discourse, I prVth^, on this turret's top. 

Tal. The duke of Bedford had a jmsoner, 
Called — the brave lord Pcmton de Santrailles ; 
For him I was exchangM and rans<Nned. 
But with a baser man of arms by far. 
Once, in contempt, they would liave barterM me : 
Whicii I, disdaining, scomM ; and craved dealh. 
Rather than I would be so pilM esteem'd.1 
In fine, redeemed I was as I desired. 
But, O ! the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my heart ! 
Whom with my bare fists I would execute. 
If I now had him brought into my power. 

Sal. Yet telPst thou not, how thou wert enter- 
tained. 

Tali With scofis, and scorns, and contumelious 
taunts. 
In open market-place produced they me. 
To be a public spectacle to all ; 
Here, said they, is the terror of the French, 
The scarecrow that afirights our children sa 
Then broke I from the officers that led me ; 
And with my nails digged stones out of the ground. 
To huri at the behdders of my shame. 
My grisly countenance made others flr ; 
None durst come near for fear of sudden death. 
In iron walls they deemM me not secure ; 
So great fear of my name *moiigst them was spread. 
That they supposed, I could rend bars of steel, 
And spurn in pieces posts of adamant : 
Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I had. 
That walkM about me every minute-while ; 
And if I did but stir out of my bed, 

(1) So stripped of boooun. 
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Beudr diej were to s:¥x>( me to the heart. 

SaL 1 grieve to hear what torments you endar'd; 
But we will be rcveu^M sufficientljr. 
Now it is supper^time in Orleans : 
Here, dirougn this grate, I can count erery one. 
And view tfe Frenchmen how they fortify ; 
Let us look in, the sight will much delight thee. — 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and sir William Glansdale, 
Let me have your express opinions. 
Where is best place to make our batteiy next 

Cfar. I think, at the north gate ; for there stand 
kads. 

Glan, And I, here, at the bulwark of th<! bridge. 

TtU. For ai^t I see, this city must be famished. 
Or with slight wimiishes enfeebled. 

[Shot/rom the toum. Salisbury and Sir 
Thomas Gaigrave^tf. 

SaL O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched sinners ! 

Gar. O Lxwd, have mercy on roe, woful man ! 

2W. What chance is this, that suddenly hath 
cross'dus?— 
Speak, Salisbury; at least, if thou canst speak ; 
•How far'st thou, mirror of all martial men!* 
One of thy eyeat and thy cheek^s side struck off .'— 
Accursed tower.' accursed fatal hand. 
That hath contriv'd this woful tragedy ! 
In thirteen battles Salisbuipr o*ercame ; 
Heniy theFiAhhe first trainM to the wars ; 
Whilst any tramp did soimd, or drum struck up, 
His sworci did ne*er leave striking u the field. — 
Yet liv'st thou, Salisbury ? though thy speech doth 

fail. 
One eye thou hast, to look to heaven ibr grace: 
The sun with one eye vieweth all the world.— 
Heaven, be thou gracious io none alive, 
If Salisbuiy want mercy at thy hands ! — 
Bear hence his body; I will liclp to bury it — 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any lifef 
Speak unto Talbot ; nay, look up to him. 
SaUsbury, cheer thy spuit wi& mis comfort ; 
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Thou shah not die, whiles — — 

He beckons with hiis hand, and smiles on me ; 

As who should saj. When I am dead and gone. 

Remember to avenge me on the French, — 

Plantagenet, I will; and Nero-like, 

Play on the lute, beholding the towns bum : 

Wretched shall France be only in mTnaroe. 

[Thunder heard; afUrwards an alMrum, 
What shr is thb? What tumult* s in the heavens? 
Whence cometh this alarum, and the noise? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my lord, the French have gathered 
head: 
The dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join*d,— 
A holy prophetess, new risen up, — 
Is come with a great power to raise the siege. 



Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groan I 
It irks his heart, he cannot be reveng'd. — 
Frenchmen, I'll be a Salisbuiy to you: — 
Pucelle or puzzel,' dolphin or dognsh. 
Your hearts PU stamp out with m^ horse's heels, 
And make a quagmire of your mingled brains. — 
Convey me Salisbury into nb tent, 
And then we'll try what these dastard Frenchmen 
dare. [Exeunty bearing out the bodies. 

SCEJ^E F.— The same. Before one of the gates. 
Alarum. Skirmishings. Talbot pursueth the 
Dauphin, and driveth him in: then enter Joan 
la Pucelle, driving Englishmen before her. 
Then enter Talbot 

TaL Where is my strength, my valour, and my 
fbi«e? 
Our F^i^gliah troops retire, I cannot stay them ; 
A woman, clad m annour, chaseth them. 

(I) Dirty wench. 
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Enter La Pucelle. 

Here, here she comes : I'll have a bout with thee : 

Deyil, or devil's dam, PU coniure thee : 
Blood will 1 draw oa thee,* thou art a witch, 
And straightway give thy soul to him thou serv'st 

Puc. C^e, come, 'tis ooly I that must disgrace 
thee. [They fight, 

TaL Heavens, can you rafier hell so to prevail^ 
My breast I'll burst with straioii:^ of my courage. 
And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder. 
But I will chastise this high^ninded strumpet 

Puc. Talbot, farewell ; thy hour b not yet come : 
I must go victual Orleans fcnrthwitlL 
Overtake me, if thou canst ; I scorn thy strength. 
Go, go ; cheer up thy hunger-starved men ; 
Help Salisbury to make his testament: 
This day is ours, as many more shall be. 

[Pucelle enters the town^ vjiih soldiers. 

Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a potter's 
wheel; 
I know not where I am, nor what I do : 
A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 
Drives back our troops, and conquers as she lists: 
So bees with smoke, and doves with noisome stcuch. 
Are from their hives, and houses, driven away. 
They call'd us, for our fierceness, English dogs ; 
Now, like to whelps, we ciying run away. 

[A short alarum. 
Hark, countrymen ! either renew the fight, 
Or tear the lions out of England's coat ; 
Renounce your soil, give sheep in lion's stead : 
Sheep run not half so timorous from the wdf. 
Or horse, or oxen, from the leopard. 
As you fly from your oft-subdued slaves. 

[Alarum. Anotlur skirmish. 
It will not be : — Retire into your trenches : 

(1) The superstition of those times taught, that 
he who could draw a witch's blood was free from 
her power. 
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You all consented unto Salisbuiy^s death, 
For none would strike a stroke in his revenge. — 
Pucelle is enterM into Orleans, 
In spite of us, or aught that we could do. 
O, would I were to die with Salisbury ! 
The shame hereof will make me hide my head. 
[Alarum. Retreat. Exeunt ToXhot and his 
Jbrces, ^c. 

SCEJ^EVI.—Thesame. Enter, on the waUs^Fn- 

celle, Charles, Reignier, Alenqon, and soldiers. 

Puc. Advance our waving colours on the walls ; 
Rescu*d is Orleans from the Enirlish wolves : — 
Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform*d her word. 

C^iar. Divinest creature, bright Astraea's daughter, 
How shall I honour thee for this success? 
Thy promises are like Adonis' gardens, 
That one day bloom'd, and fruittul were the next. — 
France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess ! — 
Recovered is the town of Orieans : 
More blessed hap did ne'er befall our state. 

Reig. Why ring not out the bells throughout the 
town.^ 
Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires. 
Ana feast and banquet in the open streets, 
To celebrate the joy that God hath given us. 

Alen. All France will be replete with mirth and 

joy. 

When they shall hear how we have play'd the men. 
Char. 'TIS Joan, not we, by whom the day is won j 
For which, I will divide my crown wifli her ; 
And all the priests and friars in my realm 
Shall, in procession, sing her endless praise. 
A statelier pyramis to her Pll rear, 
Than Rhodope*s, or Memphis', ever was : 
In memoiy m her, when sne is dead, 
Her a^ies, in an urn more precious 
Than the rich-jewel'd coffer of Darius, 
Transported shall be at hi^ festivals. 
Before tlic kings and queens of France. 
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No longer on Saint Dennis will we ciy. 

But Joan la Pucelle shall be France's saint 

Come in ; and let us banquet voyaUy, 

After this golden day of rictoiy. [Fkmriah, Ext^ 



ACT II. 

SCEJiTE I.-^Tks same, Enier, to the gates, m 
French Sergeant, and turn Sentinels. 

Serg, Sirs, take jour places, and be vigilant: 
If any noise, or soldier, you perceive. 
Near to the walls, by sc»ne apparent sign. 
Let us have knowledge at the court of guard, i 

1 Seni. Sergeant, you shall. [Exil Serg.] Thus 
are poor servitors 
(V'ti^i others sleep upon their cptiet beds,) 
Constrained to watch m darkness, rain, and cold. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, and forces^ 
with acalmg4adders; their drums beating a 
dead march, 

Tal Lord regent, — and redoubted Bui^gundy,— 
By whose approaich, the regions of Artois, 
Wallo(Mi, ana Picardy, are friends to us, — 
This happy night the Frmchmen are secure. 
Having all oby caroosM and banqueted : 
Embrace we then this (^iportunity ; 
As fitting best to quittance their deceit, 
C(Hitriv*a by art, and baleful sorceiy. 

Bed. Coward of France! — how mugii he wrongs 
. his fame. 
Despairing of his own arm's fortitude, 
Tojoin with witches, and the help of hell. 

Bur. Traitors have never other company. — 
But what's that Pucelle, whom they term so pure? 

(1) The same as guard-room. 
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Tal. A inaid, they say. 

Bed. A maid? and be so martial ? 

Bur. Pray God, she prove not mdsculine ere long; 
If underneath the standard of the French, 
She cany armour, as she hath begun. 

TaL Well, let them practise and converse with 
spirits : 
God is our fortress ; in whose conquering name. 
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks. 

Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot ; we will follow thee. 

Tal. Not all together : better iar, I guess, 
That we do make (nir entrance several ways ; 
That, if it chance the one of us do fail, 
The other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed. Agreed ; lUl to yon comer. 

Bur. And I to this. 

TaL And here will Talbot mount, or make his 
grave. — 
Now, Salisbury ! for thee, and for the right 
Of English Heniy, shall this night appear 
How much in duty I am bound to botk 

[The Eneltsh scale the toaUs^ crying St George ! 
a Talbot ! and all enter by the town. 

Sent [ Wilhtn.'] Ann, ami I the enemy doth make 
assault! 

The Ft-ench leap over the toalls in their shirts. 
EnterfSeveraltJoaySf BasAird, Alen9on,Reignier, 
ha^f ready f and ha^f unready, 

AUn. Hownow, my lords ? what, all unreadyi so.^ 

Bast. Unreadjr ? ay, and glad we 'scapM so well. 

Heig: *T#as time, I trow, to wake and leave our 
beds, 
Hearii^ alarums at our chamber-doors. 

Akn. Of all exploits, since first I followM arms, 
Ne*er heard I of a warlike enterprise 
More TeDturottS, or desperate, than this. 

(1) Undressed. 
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Bast. I think, this Talbot be a fiend of hell. 
Reig. i f not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour him. 
Alen. Here comeUi Charles ; I marvel, how he 
sped. 

Enter Charles and La Pucelle. 

Bast. Tut ! holy Joan was his defensive niard 

Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame 
Didst thou at first, to flatter us withal. 
Make us partakers of a little gain. 
That now out loss might be ten times so much •• 
. Fttc Wherefore is Charles impatient with his 

friend? 
At all times will you have iny power alike.' 
■Sleeping, or waking, must I still prevail. 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on roe ? — 
Improvident soldiers ! had your watch been good. 
This sudden mischief never could have ta\Vn. 

Char. Duke of Alenqon, this was your de&utt. 
That, being captain of the watch to-night, 
IHd look no better to that weighty cha^e. 

^len. Had all your quarters been as safely kept. 
As that whereof I had the government. 
We had not been thus shamefully surpris*d. 

Bast. Mine was secure. 

Reig, * And so was mine, my lord. 

Char. And, for myself, roost part d* all this m'g^t. 
Within her quarter, and mine own precinct, 
I was employed in passing to and fro, 
About relieving of the sentinels : 
Then how, or which way, diould they first break in f 

Fuc Question, my lords, no further of the case, 
How, or which way ; tis sore, they found some 

place 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made. 
And now there rests no other shift but this, — 
To gather our soldiers, scattered and dispersM, 
And lay new platformai to endamage them. 

(1) Plans, schemes. 
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Alarum. Enter an Enelisk Soldier, crying, A 
Talbot! a Talbot! Tkey Jly, leaving their 
clothes behind. 
Sold. Pll be so bold to take what they have left. 

The cry of Talbot serves me for a sword; 

For I Have loaden me with many spoils, 

Using no other weapcm but his name. [Exit. 

SCEJ^E Il^Orleans. TVithin the town. Enter 

Talbot, Bedford, Bui-guhdy, a Captain, ana 

others. 

Bed. The day begins to break, and night is fled. 
Whose pitchy mantle over-veil'd the earth. 
Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit 

[Retreat sounded. 

TaL Bring forth the body of old Salisbuiy ; 
And here advance it in the market-place. 
The middle centre of this cursed town. — 
Now have I paid my vow unto his soul ; 
For every drop oi Uood was drawn from him, . 
There hath at least five Frenchmen died to-night 
And, that hereafter a^ may behold 
What ruin happened in revenge of him. 
Within their chiefest temple V\\ erect 
A tomb, wherein his corpse shall be interr*d : 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 
Shall be engravM the sack of Orleans; 
The treacherous manner of his mournful death. 
And what a terror he had been to France. 
But, lord;}, in all our bloodv massacre, 
I muse,! we met not with the dauphin^s grace ; 
His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc ; 
Ncr any of his false confederates. 

Bed. 'Tis thought, lord Talbot, when the fighl 
b^an, 
RousM on thB sudden from their drowsy beds. 
They did, amongst the troops of armed rofcn. 
Leap o*er the walls for refuge in the field. 

(1) Wonder. 
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Bur, Mjself Tas iai as I could well ( 

For smoke, and ausky vapours of the n^t,) 

Am sure, I scarM the dauphin, and his trull ; 

ly hen arm in arm they both came swifHy running 

Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves. 

That could not live asunder day or night. 

After that things are set in order here, 

We^ll follow them with all the power we bare. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. All hail, ray lords ! which of this princely 
train 
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts 
So much applauded through the realm of France.' 

7'al. Here is the Talbot ; who would speak with 
him ? 

Mess. The virtuous lady, countess of Auveigne, 
With modesty admiring thy renown. 
By me entreats, good lord, thwju would*st vouchsafe 
To visit her poor casde where she lies ;l 
That she may boast, she ha^ beheld the man 
Whose glory fills the world with loud report 

Bur. Is it even so? Nay, then, I see, our wars 
Will turn unto a peaceful comic sport, 
When ladies crave to be encountered with. — 
You may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit 

Tal. Ne'er trust me then ; for, when a world of 
men 
Could not prevail with all their oratoir. 
Yet hath a woman's kindness over-rul'd : — 
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks; 
And in submission will attend on her. — 
Will not your honours bear me company ? 

Bed. No, truly ; it is more than manners will : 
And I have heard it said, — Unbidden guests 
Are often welcomest when they are gone. 

Tal. Well then, alone, since there's no remedy 
I mean to prove this lady's courtesy. 

(1) u e. WTiere she dwells. 
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Come hither, captain. [Whi^ers.] — You perceiy« 
my mind. 
Capt I do, my lord ; and mean accordingly. 

[Exeuni, 

SCEJ^E IIL—Auvergne. Court of the castle. 
Enter the Countess and fur Porter. 

€kmnt Porter, remember what I gave in charge ; 
And, when you have done so, bric^ the keys to me. 
Port. Madam, I will. [Exit, 

Count. The plot is laid: if all things fall out ri^t, 
I ^all as famous be by this exploit, 
As Scjrthian Th<»nyris by Cyrus' death. 
Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight, 
And his achievements of no less account : 
Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine ears, 
To give their censure^ of these rare reports. 

Enter Messenger and Talbot 

Mess. Madam, 
According as your ladyship desir*d, 
By message crav*d, so is lord Talbot come. 

Count. And he is wekxHne. What f is this the 
man.' 

Mess. Madam, it is. 

Count. Is this the scourge of France f 

Is this the Talbot, so much fear'd abroad, 
That with his name the mothers still their babes .' 
I see, report is fabulous and false : 
I thought, I should have seen some Hercules, 
A second Hector, for his grim aspect, 
And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs. 
Alas ! t&s 18 a child, a silly dwait : 
It cannot be, thb weak and writhled^ shrimp. 
Should strike such terror to his enemies. 

TaL Madam, I have been bold to trouble you 
But since your ladyship is not at leisure, 
V\\ sort some other tune to visit you. 

(1) For opinion. (2) Wrinkled. 
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Co/unt. What means he now? — Go ask him 
whither hems? 

Meas. Stay, my lora Talbot ; for my la^y craves 
To know the cause of your abrupt departure. 

Tal. Many, for that she's in a wrong belief 
I go to certify her, Talbot^s here. 

RA-aUer Porter, toilh keys. 

Count. If thou be he, then art thou prisoner. 

TcU. Priscmer! to whom? 

Count. To me, blood-thirsty lord ; 

And for that cause I trained thee to my house. 
Lon^ time thy shadow hath been thraU to me. 
For m my gallery thy picture hangs : • 

But now the substance shall endure the like ; 
And I will chain these legs and arms of thine. 
That hast by tyranny, these many years, 
Wasted our country, slain our citizens. 
And sent our sons and husbands captivate. 

Tal. Ha, ha, ha! 

Count. Laughest diou, wretch? thy mirth shall 
turn to moan. 

Tal. I laugh to see your ladyAip so fooi,' 
To think that you have aught but Talbot's shadow, 
Whereon to practise your severity. 

Count. Why, art not thou the man? 

Tal. I am indeed. 

Count. Then have I substance too. 

Tal. No, no, I am but shadow of myself: 
You are deceiv'd, my substance is not here; 
For what you see, is but the smallest part 
And least proportion of humanity : 
I tell you, madam, were the whme frame here. 
It is of such a spacious lofty pitch, 
Your roof were not sufficient to ccmtain it 

Count This is a riddling merchant for the 
nonce ;3 
He wiH be here, and yet he is not here t 

(1) Foolish. (2) For a purpose. 
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How can these contrarieties agree? 

Ted. That will I show you presently. 
He winds a horn. Drums heard; then a peal of 

ordnance. The gates being forced^ enter soldiers. 
How say you, madam ? are you now persuaded, 
That Talbot is but shadow of himself? 
These are his substance, nnews, arms, and strength, 
With which he yoi^eth your rebellious necks ; 
Razeth your cities, and subverts your towns, 
And in a moment makes them desolate. 

Count. Victorious Talbot ! pard(Mi my abuse : 
I find, thou art no less than fame hath bruited ;> 
Aqd more than may be gathered by thy shape. 
Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath; 
For I am sorry, that with reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art 

Tal. Be not dismayM, fair lady ; nor misconstrue 
The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his body. 
What you have dwie, hath not offended me : 
No other satisfaction do I crave, 
But only (with your patience,) that we may 
Taste of your wine, and see what cates you have, 
For soldiers* stomachs always serve them well. 

Count. With all my heart : and Aink me honoured 
To feast so great a warrior in my house. [Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE /F.— London. The Temple Garden. 
Enter the Earls of Somerset, Suffolk, and 
Warwick; Richard Plantagenet, Vernon, and 
another Lawyer. 

Plan. Great lords, and goitlemen, what meant 
this silence? 
Dare no man answer in a case of truth? 

Suffi Widiin the Temple hall we were too loud ; 
The garden here is more convenient 

Plan, Then say at once, if I maintainM the truth; 
Or else was wrai^ling Somerset in the error? 

(1) Announced loudly. 
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S»ff. 7^^^) ^ h^ye been a truant in tbe law ; 
And never yet could frame my. will to it; 
And, therefore, frame the law unto my will. 

Som. Judge jou, my lord of Warwick, theo 
between us. 

War. Between two hawks, which flies the higher 
pitch ; 
Between two do»8, which hafli fte deeper mouthy 
Between two blades, which bears the better ton jwr , 
Between two horses, which doth bear him best ;i 
Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye ; 
I have, perha{)s, some shallow spirit of judgment ; 
But in mese nice sharp quillets of the law, 
Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw. 

PUm. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 
The truth appears so naked oa. my side, 
ThaX any purblind eye may find it out 

Scm. And on my side it is so well apparelPd, 
So clear, so shining, and so evident, 
That it will glimmer through a blind man^s eye. 

Plan. Since you are tongue-ty'd, and so loath to 



In dumb significsints proclaim your thoughts : 
Let him, that is a true-bom gentleman. 
And stands upon the honour of his birth. 
If he suppose that I have pleaded truth, 
From ca this brier phick a white rose with me. 

Som. Let him that is no coward, nor no flatterer, 
But dare maintain the parhr of the truth, 
Huck a red rose frcMH off mis ihom with me. 

War. I love no colours ;' and, without all cdciir 
Of base insinuating flattery, 
I pluck this vHiite rose, with Flantagenet 

Siiff. I pluck this red rose, with young Somerset ; 
And say withal, I think he Ivsld the right 

Ver. Stay, lords and gentlemen : and pluck no 
more, 



gi 



) t. e. Regulate his motions most adroitlr. 
S) Tints and deceits : a play on the w<»ra. 
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Till you conclude— that he, upon whose side 
The fewest roses are cropp'd from the tree, 
Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 

Som. Good master Vemon, it is well objected ;* 
If I have fewest, I subscribe in silence. 

Plan. And I. 

Ver. Then, for the truth and plainness of the case, 
I pluck this pale, and maiden blosscon here, 
Giving my verdict on the white rose side. 

Som. Frick not your £nger as you pluck it off; 
Lest, bleeding, you do paint the white rose red 
And fall oa my side so against your will. 

Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed. 
Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt. 
And keep me on the side where still I am. 

Som. Well, well, come on : "Who else I 

Law. Unless my study and my books be false, 
Theargumentyouheld,waswronginyou; [To Som. 
In sign whereof, I pluck a white rose too. 

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your ai^ument ? 

Som. Here, in my scabbai-d ; meditating that, 
Shall die your white rose in a bloody red. 

Plan, Mean time, your cheeks do counterfeit 
our roses; 
For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The truth on our side. 

Som, No, Plantagenet, 

»Tis not for fear; but anger,— that % cheeks. 
Blush for pure shame, to counterfeit our roses ; 
And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error. 

Plan, Hath not thy rose a canker, Swnerset ? 

Som. Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet? 

Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain his 
truth ; 
Whiles fliy consuming canker eats his falsehood. 
W< 



Som. Well, I'll find friends to wear my bleeding 
roses. 
That shall maintain what I have said is true, 



(1) Justly proposed. 
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Where £dae Flanta^enet dare not be seen. 

Plan, Now, by this maiden blousoni in mj hand, 
I scom thee and thy &ishion| peevish boy. 

Suff. Turn not thy scorns this way^Plantagenet 

Plan. Proad Poole, I will; and scom both him 
and thee. 

Suff, ni turn my part thereof into thy throat 

Som. Away, away, good William De-ia-Poole ! 
We grace the yeoman, by conversing with him. 

War. Now, by God*8 will, thou wrongest him, 
Somerset; 
His grandfather was Li<Miel, duke of Clarence, 
ThiiS son to the third Edward king of England ; 
Spring crestless yeomen^ frcna so deep a root ? 

Plan. He bears him on the placets privil^e,3 
Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus. 

Som. By him that made me, Til maintain my 
words 
On any plot of ground in Christendcwn : 
Was not thy fa&r, Richard, earl of Cambridge, 
For treason executed in our late king's days? 
And, by his treason, stand's! not thou attainted, 
Corrupted, and exempt^ from ancient gentry.^ 
His trespass yet lives guilty in thy blood ; 
And, till thou be restored, thou art a yeoman. 

Plan. My father was attached, not attainted ; 
ConderonM to die for treason, but no traitor; 
And that PU prove oa better men than Somerset, 
Were growing time once ripen'd to my will. 
For your partaker^ Poole, and you yourself^ 
J Ml note you in my book of memory. 
To scoui^ you for this apprehension :* 
Look to it well ; and say you are well wam*d. 

Sam. Ay, thou shalt find us ready for thee still : 
And know us, by these cokwrs, for thy foes; 

(1) t. e. Those who have no right to arms. 

(2) The Temple, bebg a religious house, was a 
sanctuary. 

(3) Excluded. (4) Confederate. (5) Opinion 
VOL. V. C 
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For these my friends, in spite of thee, shall Wear. 

Plan. And, by my soul, this pale and angiy rose, 
As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 
Will 1 for ever, and my faction, wear; 
Until it wither with me to my grave. 
Or flourish to the height of my degree. 

Huff. Go forward, and be chok'd with thy am- 
bition! 
And so farewell, until I meet thee next [Exit 

Som. Have with thee, Poole. — Farewell, ambi-^ 
tious Richard. [Exit. 

Plan. How I am bravM, and must perforce en- 
dure it ! 

War. This blot, that they object against your 
bouse. 
Shall be w>"M out in the next parliament, 
Call'd for t^e tnice of Winchester and Gloeter : 
And, if thou be not then created York, 
I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 
Mean time, in signal of my love to thee. 
Against proud Somerset, and William Poole, 
Will I upon thy party wear this rose : 
And here I prophesy, — This brawl to-day. 
Grown to tKs faction, in the Temple garden, 
Shall send, between the red rose and the white, 
A thousand souls to death and deadly night 

Plan, Good master Vernon, I am bound to you. 
That you on my behalf would pluck a flower. 

Ver. In your behalf still will I wear the same. 

Law. And so will I. 

Plan. Thanks, gentle sir. 
Come, let us four to dinner : I dare say. 
This quarrel will drink blood another day. [Exe. 

SCEJ^TE v.— The satne. -A room in the Tower. 

Enter Mortimer, brought in a chair by two 

Keepen. 

Jtfor. Kind keepers of my weak decaying age, 
Let dying Mortimer here rest himself. — 
Even like a man new haled from the rack, 
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So fare my limbs with long imprisonment : 

And these grej locks, the pursuivants of death,! 

Nestor-like aged, in an age of care. 

Argue the end of Eklmund Mortimer. 

These eyes, — like lamps whose wasting oil is 

spent, — 
Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent •? 
Weak shoulders, overborne with burcTning grief; 
And pithless arms, like to a withered vine. 
That droops his sapless branches to the groand. — 
Yet are these feet— whose strengthless stay is numb. 
Unable to support this lump of clay, — 
Swift-winged with desire to get a grave, 
As witting I no other comfort have. — 
But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come ? 

1 Keep. Richard Plantagenet, my lord, will come : 
We sent unto the Temple, to his chamber; 
And answer was retum'd, that he will come. 

Mor. Enough; my soul shall then be satisfied. — 
Poor gentleman ! his wrong doth equal mine. 
Since Heniy Monmouth first began to reign 
(Before whose glory I was great in arms,) 
This loathsome sequestration have I had ; 
And even since then hath Richard been obscur'd. 
Deprived of honour and inheritance : 
But now the arbitrator ci despairs, 
Just dea^ kind umpired of men's miseries, 
With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me hence; 
I would, his troubles likewise were expir'd, • 
That so he might recover what was lost 
Enter Richard Plantagenet 

1 Keep. My lord, your loving nephew now is 
come. 

JIfor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend? Is he 
come? 

(1) The heralds that, fore-running death, pro- 
claim its approach. 

(2) End. 

(3) i. e. He who terminates or concludes mise . 
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Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly U8*d, 
Your nei^w, late-deapisedi Richaixl, comes. 

Mor. Direct mine arms, I may embrace his neck, 
And in his bosoin spend my latter gasp : 
O, tell me, when my tips do touch his cheeks, 
That I may kindly give one fainting kiss. — 
And now declare, sweet stem from York^s great 

stock, 
Why didst thou say — of late thou wert despised f 

Plan, First, lean thine aged back against mine 
arm; 
And, in that ease, Pll tell thee my disease.^ 
This day, in argument upon a case. 
Some words there grew *twixt Somerset and me : 
Amon^ which terms he used his lavish ton^e, 
And did upbraid me with my father's death; 
Which oblo(|uy set bars before mv tongue, 
Else with the like I had requited him : 
Therefore, f^ood uncle, — for my father's sake. 
In honour ot a true Plantagenet, 
And for alliance' sake, — declare the cause 
My father, earl of Cambridge, lost his head. 

*Mor. That cause, fair nephew, that imprison'd me. 
And hath detain'd me, all my flow'ring youth, 
Within a loathsome dungeon, there to pine. 
Was cursed instrument of his decease. 

Plan. Discovermore at large what cause that was^ 
For I am ignorant, and cannot guess. 

Jtfbr. I will ; if that my fading breath permit, 
And death approach not ere my tale be done. 
Henry the Fourth, grandfatlier to this king, 
Depos'd his nephew Richard ; Edward's son. 
The first-begotten, and the lawful heir 
Of Edward king, the third of that descent : 
During whose reign, the Percies of the north. 
Finding his usurpation most imjust, ^ 

Endeavour'd my advancement to the throne : 
The reason mov'd these warlike lords to this, 

(1) Lately-despised. (2) Uneasiness, discontent 
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Was — for that (joung king Richard thus removed. 

Leaving no heir be^ttcn of his body,) 

I was ^ next by birth and parentage; 

For by my mother I derived am 

From Lionel duke of Clarence, the third son 

To king Edward the Third ; whereas he. 

From John of Gaunt doth bring his jiedigree. 

Being but fourth of that heroic line. 

But mark ; as, in this haughtyi great attempt, 

They Iaboure(I to plant the rightful heir, 

I lost my liberty, and they their lives. 

Long aAer this, when Henry the Fifth,-— 

Succeeding his father Bolin^brokc,-— did reign, 

Thy father, earl of Cambridge, — llien derived 

From famous Edmund Langley, duke of York, — 

Marr}ing my sister, that thy nwlher was, 

Again, in pity of my hard distress, 

Levied an army ; weening^ to redeem, 

And have install'd me in the diadem : 

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl. 

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title rested, were suppressed. 

Flan. Of which, my lord, your honour is the last. 

Mor. True ; and thou seest, that I no issue have ; 
And that my fainting words do warrant death : 
Thou art my heir; the rest, I wish thee gather : 
But yet be waiy in thy studious care. 

Plan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with me: 
But yet, mcthinks, my father's execution 
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. 

Mor. With silence, nephew, be thou politic ; 
Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster, 
And, like a mountain, not to be remov'd. 
But now thy uncle is removing hence ; 
As princes do their courts, when they are cloy'd 
With long continuance in a settled place. 

Plan. O, uncle, 'would some part of my young 
years 

(1) High. (2) Thinkmg. 
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]Vfi^ht but redeem the ]mssage of your age ! 

Mor. Thou dost tlien wrong me ; as the slaugh- 
terer doth, 
Which giveth many wounds, when one will kill. 
Mourn not, exce})t thou sorrow for my good ; 
Only, give order for my funeral ; 
And so farewell ; and fair) be all thy ho))es ! . 
And prosperous be thy life, in peace, and war ! 

[Dies, 

Plan, And peace, no war, befall thy parting soul ! 
In prison hast thou s}ient a pilgrimage. 
And like a hermit overpassed tny days. — 
Well, I will lock his counsel in my breast ; , 
And what I do imagine, let that rest — 
Keepers, convey him hence ; and I myself 
Will see his burial better than his life. — 

[Exeunt Keepers, bearing out Mortimer. 
Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer, 
ChokM with ambition of the meaner sort : — 
And, for those wrongs, those bitter injuries, 
Which Somerset hath ofler'd to my house, — 
I doubt not, but with honour to redress : 
And therefore haste I to the parliament; 
Either to be restored to my blood. 
Or make my ilP the advantage of my good. [ExiL 



ACT III. 

SCEJ^EI.—Thesame, The Parliammt-House, 
Flourish, Enter King Henn', Exeter, Gloster, 
Warwick, Somerset, an(2 Suffolk; the Bishop (yf 
Winchester, Richard Plantagenet, tmd others, 
Gloster offers to put up a bUl,-^ Winchester 
snatches it, and tears it. 

Win, Com^st thou with deep premeditated lines, 

(1) Lucky, prosperous. (2) My ill, is my ill usage. 
(3) t. e. Articles of accusation. 
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With written pamphlets studiously deria'd, 
Humj^y of Gloster? if thou canst accuse, 
Or aught intend'st to lay unto my chai^. 
Do it without invention suddenly ; 
As I with sudden and extemporal speech 
Purpose to answer what thou canst object 

Glo. Presumptuous priest ! this place command! 
my patience, 
Or thou should'st find thou hast dishonour»d me. 
Think not, although in writing I preferr'd 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes. 
That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen : 
No, prelate ; such is thy audacious wickedness, 
Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dissentious pranks. 
As very infants prattle of thy pride. 
Thou art a most pernicious usurer ; 
Froward by nature, enemy to peace ; 
Lascivious, wantcHi, more than well beseems 
A man of thy professitm, and degree ; 
And for thy treachery. What's more manifest. 
In that thou laid'st a trap to take my life. 
As well at London-bridge, as at the Tower? 
Besides, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sifted, 
The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
From envious malice of thy swelling heart 

Win. Gloster, I do defy thee. — ^Lords, vouchsafe 
To give me hearing what 1 shall reply. 
If I were covetous, ambitious, or perverse. 
As he will have me. How am I so poor ^ 
Or how haps it, I seek not to advance 
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling? 
And for dissension, Who preferreth peace 
More than I do, — except I be provok'd? 
J»fo, my good lords, it is not that ofiends ; 
It is not that, that hath incens'd the duke : 
It is, because no one should sway but he ; 
No one, but he, should be about the king; 
And that engenders thunder in his breast. 
And makes him roar these accusations forth. 
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But he shall know, I am as good 

Glo. As good? 

Thou bastai'd of my grandfather !— 

IVin. Ay, lordly sir; For whatarr you, I pray, 
But one imperious in another's throne ? 

Glo. Am I not the protector, saucy priest ? 

JVin. And am I not a prelate of the church ? 

Glo. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps, 
And useth it to patronage his theft. 

TVin. Unreverent Gloster I 

Glo. Thou art reverent 

Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life. 

fVtn. This Rome shall remedy. 

War. Roam thither then. 

Som. My lord, it were your duty to forbear. 

TVar. Ay, see the bishop-be not overborne. 

Som. Methinits, my lord should be religious. 
And know the office that belongs to such. 

TVar. Methinks, his lordship should be humbler ; 
It fitteth not a prelate so to plead. 

Som. Yes, when his holy state is touched so 
near. 

War. State holy, or unhallow'd, what of that? 
Is not his grace protector to the king ? 

Plan. Planta^net, I see, must hold his tongue; 
Lest it be said, Speakj sirrah, when you shmSd; 
Must your hold verdict enter talk with lords ? 
Else would I have a fling at Winchester. [Aside. 

K. Hen. Uncles of Gloster, and of Winchester, 
The special watchmen of our English weal ; 
I would prevail, if prayers might prevail, 
To join your hearts in love and amity. 
O, what a scandal is it to our crown. 
That two such noble peers as ye, ishould jar ! 
Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell, 
Civil dissehsion is a viperous worm. 
That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth. — 
[A noise within ; Down with the tawny coats ' 
What tumult's this? 

War. An uproar, I dare warrant, 
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B^^ through malice oT the bishop^s men. 

[A noise again; Stones ! stones! 

Enter the Major qf London, attended. 

May. O, my good lords, — and virtuous Heniy,— 
Pity the city of London, pi^ us ! 
The bishop and the duke of Gkwter's men, 
Forbidden late to carry any weapon, 
Have fiU'd their pockets full of pebble-stones ; 
And, banding themselves in contrary parts, 
Do pelt so fast at one another's pate. 
That many have their giddy brains knocked out: 
Our windows are broke down in every street. 
And we, for fear, compellM to shut our shops. 

Enter, skirmishing, the retainers of Gloster and 
Wincltester, toith bloody pates. 

K. Hen. "We charge you, on allegiance to ourself, 
To hold your slaughtering hands, and keep the peace. 
Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife. 

1 Serv. Nay, if we be 

Forbidden stones, we'll fall to it with our teeth, 

2 Serv, JDo what ye dare, we are as resolute. 

(Skirmish again, 
Glo. You of my household, leave this peevish 
broil, 
And set this unaccustom'd* fight aside. 

3 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a man 
Just and upright ; and, for jour royal birth, 
Inferior to none, but his majesty : 

And ere that we will suffer such a prince, 
So kind a father of the commonweal. 
To be disgraced by an inkhom mate,2 
We, and our wives, and children, all will fight. 
And have our bodies slaughtered by thy foes. 
1 Serv. Ay, and the veiy glarings of our naiU 

(1) Unseemly, indecent. 

(2) This was a tenn of reproach towards men 
of learning. 
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Shall pitch a field, when we are dead. 

[Skirmish again. 

Glo. Stay, stay, I say ! 

And, if you love me, as you say you do, 
Let me persuade you to forbear a while. 

K. Hen. O, how this discord doth afflict my 
soul ! — 
Can you, my lord of Winchester, behold 
My sighs and tears, and will not once relent J 
Who should be pitiful, if you be not ? 
Or who should study to prefer a peace. 
If holy churchmen take delight in broils f 

War. My lord protector, yield; — ^yield, Win- 
chester ; — 
Except you mean, with obstinate repulse, 
To slay your sovereign, and destroy the realm. 
You see what mischief, and what murder too, 
Hath been enacted through your enmity ; 
Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood. 

Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield. 

Glo. Compassion an the king commands me stoop; 
Or, I would see his heart out, ere the priest 
Should ever get tliat privilege of me. 

War. Behold, my lord of Winchester, the duke 
Hath banishM moody discontented fury. 
As by his smoothed brows it doth appear : 
Why look you still so stem, and tragical ? 

Glo. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my hand. 

K. Hen. Fie, uncle Beaufort! I have heard you 
preach, 
That malice was a great and grievous sin : 
And will not you maintain the thing you teach, 
But prove a chief offender in the same ."* 

War. Sweet king! — the bishop hath a kindly 
gird.* 
For shame, my lord of Winchester ! relent ; 
What, shall a child instruct you what to do.? 

Win. Well, duke of Gloster, I will yield to thee ; 

(1) Feels an emotion of kind remorse. 
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Love for thy lo?e, and hand for hand, I give. 

Glo. Ay ; but, I fear me, with a hollow heart— > 
See here, my friends, and loving countiymen ; 
This token serveth for a flag of truce, 
Betwixt ourselves, and all our foUowen : 
So help me God, as I dissemble not ! 

Win. So help me God, as I intend it not ! 

\Aside. 

K. Hen. O loving uncle, kind duke of Ulo«ter 
How joyful am I made bv this contract ! — 
Away, my masters ! trouble us no more ; 
But join in friendship, as your k>rds have done. 

1 Serv. Content ; Til to the surgeon's. 

2 Serv. And so will I. 

3 Serv. And I will see what physic the tavern 

aflbrds. [Exeunt Servants, Mayor, 4^c 

War. Accept this scroll, most gracious sovereign ; 
Which in the right of Richard Rantagenet 
We do exhibit to your majesty. 

Glo. Well urg'd, my low of Warwick; for, sweet 
prince. 
An if your grace mark everjr circumstance, 
You have great reason to do Richard right : 
Especially, for those occasions 
At Eltham-place I told your majesty. 

K. Hen. And those occasions, uncle, were of 
force: 
Therefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is, 
That Richard be restored to his blood. 

War. Let Richard be restored to his blood ; 
So shall his father's wrongs be recompensed. 

Win. As will the rest, so willeth Winchester. 

K. Hen. If Richard will be true, not that alone. 
But all the whole inheritance I give. 
That doth belong unto the hcnise of York, 
From whence you spring by lineal descent. 

Plan. Thy humble servant vows obedience. 
And humble service, till the point of death. 

K. Hen. Stoop then, and set your knee against 
my foot ; 
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And, in reguerdon' of that duty dcHie, 
I girt thee with the valiant sword of York : 
Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet ; 
And rise created princely duke of York. 

Flan. And so thrive Richard, as thy foes mar 
fall! 
And as mv duty springs, so perish they 
That grudge one Aought against your majesty ! 

All. Welcome, high prince, the mighty duke of 

Som. Peridi, base prince, ignoble duke of York ! 

[Aside. 

Gh. NoT^ it will best avail your majesty, 
To cross the seas, and to be crown*d in France : 
The presence of a king engenders love 
Amongst his subjects, and his loyal friends ; 
As it disanimates his enemies. 

K. Hen. When Gloster says the word, king Hen- 
nrgoes; 
For friendly counsel cuts off many foes. 

Glo. Your ships already are in readiness. 

[Exeunt all but Exeter. 

Exe. A^, we may march in England or in 
France, 
Not seeing what is likely to ensue : 
This late dissension grown betwixt the peers, 
Bums under feigned ashes of forg'd love, 
And will at last break out into a flame : 
As fester'd members rot but by degrees. 
Till bones, and flesh, and sinews, tall away. 
So will this base and envious discoi-d breed. 
And now I fear that fatal prophecy, 
Which, in the time of Henry, nam'd the Fifth, 
Was in the mouth of every sucking babe, — 
That Henry, bom at Monmouth, should win all ; 
And Henry, bom at Windsor, should lose all : 
Which is so plain, that Exeter doth wish 
His days may finish ere that hapless time. [Exit 

(1) Rec(Hnpense. 



SetMiL KING HENRY V!. 47 

SCEJSTE //.—France. Before RoMen, Emier 
La Pucelle disguised, a/m Soldiers dressed Uke 
countrymen, with sacks vpon their backs, 

Puc. These are the city gates, the gates oTRoiien, 
Through which our policy must make a breach : 
Take heed, be wary how you j^lacc your words ; 
Talk like the vulm sort of market-men, 
That come to gather moner for their com. 
If we have entrance (as J hope we shall,) 
And that we find the sk>thfui watch but weak, 
ril by a siOT g:ve notice to our friends. 
That Charles the dauphin may encounter them. 

1 Sold. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack the city, 
And we be lords and rulers over Rouen ; 
Therefore we'll knock. [Knocks. 

Guard. [Widiin.] Qui est Id? 

Puc. Paisans, pauvres gens de France : 
Poor market-folks, that come to sell their com. 

Guard. Enter, go in ; the market-bell is rung. 
[Opens the gates, 

Puc. Now, Roiien, Pll shake thy bulwarks tc 
the ground. [Pucelle, ^c. etiter the city. 

Enter Charles, Bastard of Orleans, Alen^on, and 
forces. 

Cluir. Saint Dennis bl^ this happy stratagem! 
And once again we'll sleep secui-e in Koucn. 

Bast. Here enter'd Pucelle, and her practisants ;' 
Now she is there, how will she s|)ecify 
Wliere b the best and safest ))assage in } 

Alen. Ey thrasting out a torch fitMn yonder tower; 
Which, once discem'd, shows, that her meaning is,— 
No way to that,2 for weakness, which she enter'd. 

Enter La Pucelle on a battlement : holding out a 

torch burning. 

Puc Behold, this is the happy wedding torch, 

(1) Confederates in stratagems. 

(2) t. e. No way equal to mat. 
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That joineth Roiien unto her countrymen : 
But burning fatal to the Talbotites. 

Bast, See, noble Charles ! the beacon of oar 
friend. 
The burning torch in yonder turret stands. 

Char. Now shine it like a comet of revenge, 
A prophet to the fall oP all our foes ! 

Awa. Defer no time, Delays have dangerooA 
ends; 
Enter, and cry — Tht Dauphin! — ^presently. 
And then do execution on the watch. [ They enter. 
Alarums. Enter Talbot, and certain English. 

Tal France, thou shalt rue this treason with thj 
tears. 
If Talbot but survive thy treachery. — 
Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress. 
Hath wrought diis hellish mischief unawares, 
That hardly we escapM the pride* of France. 

[Exeunt to the town. 

Alarum: Excursions. Enter from the town^ 
Bedford, brought in sick, in a chair ^ with Tal- 
bot, Burgundy, and the English forces. Then, 
enter on the walls. La Pucelle, Charles, Bastard, 
Alen^on, and others. 

Puc. Good morrow, gallants ! want ye com for 
bread .^ 
I think, the duke of Burgundy will fast 
Before he'll buy again at such a rate : 
»Twas foil of darnel ; Do you like the taste .' 
Bur. Scoff on, vile fiend, and shameless court- 
ezan. 
I trust, ere long, to choke thee with thine own. 
And niake thee curse the harvest of that com. 
Char. Your grace may starve, perhaps, before 

that time. 
Bed. O, let no words, but deeds, revenge thli 
Hreason! 

(1) Haughty power. 



.ifcenc //. KING HENRY VI. 49 

Puc. What will you do, good grej-bcard?. break 
a laiicc. 
And run a tilt at death within a chair? 

7'a/. Foul fiend of France, and hag of all despite, 
EnconipassM with thy lustful paramours ! 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age, 
And twit with cowardice a man half dead ? 
Damsel, I'll have a bout with you again. 
Or el^ let Talbot perish with this shame. 

Puc, Are you so hot, sir?— Yet, Pucelle, hold 
Ihv peace; 
If Talbot do out thunder, rain will follow. — 

[Talbot, and the rest^ consult together. 
God 8])eed the iiarliament ! who shall be the speaker? 

Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the 
field? 

Puc, Belike, your lordship takes us then for ibols. 
To try if that our own be ours, or no. 

7Vi/. I speak not to that railing Hecat^ 
But unto tliee, Alen^on, and the rest : 
Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out? 

Alen. Signior, no. 

2'al. Signior, hang ! — base muleteers of France ! 
Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls, 
And dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 

Puc. Captains, away : let's get us from the walls; 
For Talbot means no goodness, by his looks. — 
God be wi' you, my lord .' we came, sir, but to tell 

you 
That we are here. 

[Exeunitoi Pucelle, ifcfrom the walls. 

Tal And there will we be too, ere it be long. 
Or else reproach be Talbot's greatest fame ! — 
Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy bouse 
(Prick'd on by public wrongs, sustain'd in France,) 
Either to get the town a^in, or die : 
And I, — as sure as English Henry lives, 
And as his father here was conqueror ; 
As sure as in this late betrayed -town 
Great Cceur-de-lion's heart was buried; 
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So 9ure I swear to get the town, or die. 

Bur. My vows are equal partners with thy vows 

Tal. But, ere we go, regard this dying prince, 
The valiant duke of Bedford : — Come, my lord, 
We will bestow you in some better place, 
Fitter for sickness, and for crazy age. 

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so disbcniour me : 
Here will I sit before the walls of Roiien, 
And will be partner of your weal, or wa 

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now persuade 
you- 

Bed. Not to be gone from hence ; for once I read 
That stout PendragOQ, in his litter, sick, 
Came to the field, and vanquished his foes : 
Methinks, I should revive the soldiers* hearts, 
Because I ever found them as myself. 

Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast ! — 
Then be it so : — Heavens keep old Bedford safe !— 
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 
But gather we our forces out of hand, 
And set upon our boastin^enemy. 

[Exeunt Bui^ndy, Talbot, and forces, leav- 
ing Bedford, and others. 

Alarum : Excursions. Enter Sir John Fastolfe, 
and a Captain. 

Capt. Whither away, sir John Fastolfe, in such 
haste? 

Fast. Whither away ? to save myself by flight ; 
We are like to have the overthrow again. 

Capt What I will you fly, and leave lord Talbot ? 

Fast ' Ay, 

All the Talbots in the world to save my life. [Exit 

Capt Cowardly knight ! ill fortune follow thee ! 

Retreats Excursions. Enter from the town, Ia 
Pucelle, Alen^on, Charles, 4*^; and exeunt, 
flying. 
Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven please ; 

For I have seen our enemies* overthrow. 
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What is the trust or strength of foolish man ? 
They, that of late were daring with their scofi^ 
Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves. 

[Diesy and w carried off" ii\his chair. 

Alarum: Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and othert. 

TcU. Lost, and recover'd in a day again ! 
This is a double hcmour, Bureundy : 
Yet, heavens have glory for mis victoiy ! 

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgun^ 
Endirines ihee in his heart ; and there erects 
Thy noble deeds, as valour's monument 

Tal. Thanks, gentle duke. But where u Fo* 
celle now.^ 
I think, her old familiar is asleep ; 
Now whereas the Bastard's braves, and Charles his 

gleekspi 
What, all a-mort.^ Rouoi hangs her head for grie^ 
That such a valiant company are fled. 
Now will we take some order' in the town, 
Placing therein some expert officers ; 
And then depart to Paris, to the king; 
For there young Hany, with his nobles, lies. 

Bur. mat wills lord Talbot, pleaseth Bui^^dy. 

Tal. But yet, before we go, let's not fi»^et 
The noble duke of Bedford, late deceas'd, 
But see his exequies^ fulfiU'd in Roiien ; 
A braver soldier never couched lance, 
A gentler heart did never sway in court : 
But kings, and mightiest potentates, must die ; 
For that's &e end of human misery. [Exemii. 
SCEJ^E III— The same. The plains near the 

city. Enter Charles, the Bastard, Alen^on, La 

Pucelle, and forces. 

Puc. Dismay not, princes, at tiiig accident, 
NcH* grieve that Rouen is so recovered : 

(1) Scoffs. (2) Quite dispirited. 

(3) Make some necessary dispositions. 

(4) Funeral rites. 

VOL. V. D 
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Care is no cure, but rather corrosive, 
For things that are not to be remedied. 
Let frantic Talbot triumph for a while, 
And like a ^)eacock sweep along his tail ; 
WeMl pull his plumes, and take away his train. 
If dauphin, and the rest, will be but rul*d. 

Char. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy cunning had no diffidence; 
One sudden foil shall never breed distrust 

Bfist Search out thy wit for secret policies, 
And we will make thee famous througn the world. 

Alen. We'll set thy statue in some holy place, 
And have thee reverenc'd like a blessed saint; 
Employ thee then, sweet virgin, for our good. 

Puc. Then thus it must be ; this doth Joan devise ; 
By fair persuasions, mix'd with sugar'd words, 
We will entice the duke of Burgundy 
To leave the Talbot, and to follow us. 

Char. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do that, 
France were no place for Henry's warriors ; 
Nor should that nation boast it so with us. 
But be extirped' from our provinces. 

Alen. For ever should they be expuls'd^ from 
France, 
And not have title to an earldom here. 

Puc. Your honours shall perceive how I will work. 
To bring this matter to the wished end. 

[DrMTiw heard. 
Hark ! by the sound of drum, you may perceive 
Their powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 
An EngUsh march. Enier^ and pass over at a 

distance, Talbot and his forces. 
There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread; 
And all the troops of English after him. 

A French march. Enter the Duke o/* Burgundy 

andjbrces. 
Now, in the rearward, comes the duke and his ; 

(1) Rooted out (2) Expelled. 
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Fortune, m favour, makes him 1^ behind. 
SummoQ a parley, we will talk with him. 

[A parley sounded. 

Char. A parley with the duke o( Bur^ndy. 

JBur, Who craves a parley with the Burgundy? 

Fuc The princely Charles of France, thy coun« 
tryman. 

JBur, What say^st thou, Charles.^ for I am 
marching hence. 

Char, Speak, Pucelle; and enchant him mt^ 
thy words. 

Puc Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope ofFrance.' 
Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee. 

Bur. Speak on ; but be not over-tedious. 

Fuc. L<X)k on thy countiy, look on fertile France, 
And see the cities and the towns defac*d 
By wasting ruin of the cruel foe ! 
As looks the mother on her lowly babe. 
When death doth close his tender dying eyes. 
See, see, the pining malady of France ; 
Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds. 
Which thou thyself hast given her woful breast f 
O, turn thy edged sword another way ; 
Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that help . 
One drop oi blood, drawn from thy county's bosom, 
Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign 

gore; 
Return thee, therefore, with a flood of tears. 
And wash away thy countiy's stained spots ! 

£ur. Either she hath bewitchM me with hei 
words. 
Or nature makes me suddenly relent 

Puc, Besides, all French and France exclaimi 
on thee, 
Doubtb^ thy birdi and lawful pn^ny. 
Who join*st thou with, but with a lordly nation. 
That will not trust thee, but for profit's sake.? 
When Talbot hath set footii^ once in France, 
And fa^ionM thee that instrument of ill. 
Who then, but English Henry, will be lord. 
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And thou be thrust out, like a fugitive ? 

Call we to mind, — and marie but this, for proof;— 

Was not the duke of Orleans thy foe ? 

And was he not in England prisoner? 

But, when they heard he was thine enem^. 

They set him free, without his ransom paid, 

In spite of Burgundy, and all his friends. 

See then ! thou fight'st against thy countryn^n, 

And join'st with them will be thy slaughter-men. 

Come, ccxne, return ; return, thcRi wand'ring lord ; 

Charles, and the rest, will take thee in their arms. 

Bur. I am vanquished; these haughty^ words of 
hers 
Have batter'd me like roaring cannon-^t, 
And made me ahnost yield upon my knees.— 
Foi^ive me, countiy, and sweet countiymen ! ' 
And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace : 
IVIy forces and my power of men are yours ; — 
So, farewell, Talbot; I'll no IcHiger trust thee. 

Puc. Done like a Frenchman ; turn, and turn 
again! 

Char. Welcome, brave duke! thy friendship 
makes us fresh. 

Boat And doth b^et new courage in our breasts. 

Alen. Pucelle hath bravely play*d her part in this, 
And doth deserve a coronet m* gold. 

Char. Now let us on, my lords, and join our 
powers; 
And seek now we may prejudice the foe. [Ext, 

SCEJ^TB /F.— Paris. A room in the palace. 
Enter King Heniy, Gloster, and other Lords, 
Vernon, Basset, ^c. To them Talbot, and some 
qf his Queers, 

Tal. My gracious prince, — and honourable 
peers,— 
Hearing of your arrival in this realm, 
I have a while given truce unto my wars, 

(1) Elevated. 
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To do my duty to my Mvereign : 

In sign whereof, this arm — that hath reclatai^d 

To your obedience fifty fortresses. 

Twelve cities, and seven walled towns nf streng^ 

Besides five hundred prisoners of esteem, — 

Lets h\\ his sword before your highness' feet ; 

And, with submissive loyalty of heart. 

Ascribes the glory of his conquest got. 

First to my God, and next unto your grace. 

K. Hen. Is this the lord Talbot, uncle Gloster, 
That hath so long been resident in France? 

Glo. Yes, if it please your majesty, my liege. 

K. Hen. Welcome, brave captain, and victorious 
lord! 
When I was young (as yet I am not old,) 
I do remember how my father said, 
A stouter champion never handled sword. 
Long since we were resolved' of your truth, 
Your faithful service, and your toil ia war ; 
Yet never have vou tasted our reward. 
Or been reguerdon'd^ with so much as tfianks, 
Because till now we never saw TOur face : 
Therefore, stand up ; and, for these good deserts, 
We here create you earl of Shrewsbury ; 
And in our coronation take your place. 

[Exevni Kins Henry, Gloster, Talbot, and 
J^obles. 

Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at sea, 
Di^^ciug of these colours that I wear 
In honour c^ my noble lord ci York, — 
Dar*st thou maintain the former words thou spak'st .' 

Bas, Yes, sir ; as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your saucy toi^e 
Against my lord the duke of S<xnerset 

yer. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is. 

Bas. Why, what is he ? as good a man as York. 

Fer. Hark ye; not so; in witness, take ye that 
[Strikes Aim. 

(1) Confirmed in opinion. (2) Revrarded. 
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Bos. Villain , thou know^st, the law of arms is such, 
That, who so draws a sword, 'tis present death ; 
Or else this blow should broach thy direst blood. 
But I'll unto his majesty, and crave 
I may have liberty to venge this wrong; 
When thou shalt see, I'll meet thee to thy cost 

Ver. Well, miscreant, I'll be there as soon as you ; 
And, after, meet you socner than you would. 

[Exeunt 



ACT IV. 

SCEJSTE I.— The same. A room of slate. Enter 
King HeniT, Gloster, Exeter, York, Suffolk, 
Somerset, Winchester, Warwick, Talbot, the 
Governor qf Paris, and others. 

Glo. Lord bishop, set the crown upon his head. 
JVin. God save king Henry, of that name the 

Sixth ! 
Glo. Now, governor of Paris, take your oath — 
[Governor kneels. 
That you elect no other king but him : 
Esteem none friends, but such as are his friends; 
And none your foes, but such as shall pretend^ 
Malicious practices against his s^te : 
This shall ye do, so help you righteous God ! 

[Exeunt Governor and his irttin. 
Enter Sir John Fastolfe. 

Fast. My gracious sovereign, as I rode from 
Calais, 
To haste imto your cortmation, 
A letter was deliver'd to my Imnda, 
Writ to your grace from &e duke of Burgundy. 

TaL Shame to the duke of Burgundy, and tl^! 
I vow'd, base knight, when I did meet thee next, 

d) Design. 
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To tear the garter from tbj cravcn^si W, 

[Plucking it off. 
(Which I have dcxie) because unworthily 
Thou wast installed in that high degree. — 
Pardc» me, princely Henry, and the rest : 
This dastard, at the battle of Patay, 
When but in all I was six thousand strong, 
And that the French were almost ten to one, — 
Before we met, or that a stroke was given, 
Like to a trusty 'squire, did run awav ; 
In which assault we lost twelve hundred men ; 
Mvself, and divers gentlemen beside. 
Were tJaere surprised, and taken prisoners. 
Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss ; 
Or wliether tSat such cowards ought to wear 
This ornament of knighthood, yea, or no. 

Glo. To say the truth, this fact was infamous, 
And ill beseeming any common man ; 
Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader. 

TaX. When first this order was ordain'd, my lords. 
Knights of the garter were»of noble birth ; 
Vahant, and virtuous, full c^ haughty) courage. 
Such as were grown to credit by the wars ; 
Not fearing death, nor shrinking for distress. 
But always resolute in most extremes.' 
He then, that is not fumish'd in this sort. 
Doth but usurp the sacred name of knight, 
Profaning this most honourable order ; 
And should (if I were worthy to be judge,) 
Be quite degraded, like a hedge-bom swain 
That doth presume to boast of gentle blood. 

K. Hen. Stain to thy countiymeir! thou hear*st 
thy do(»n : 
Be packing therefore, thou that wast a knight ; 
Henceforth we banish thee, <m pain of death. — 

\Exii Fastolfo. 
And now, my lord protector, view the letter 

(1) Mean, dastardly. (2) High. 
(3) t. e. In greatest extremities. 
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Sent from our uncle duke of Bui^^dy. 

Glo. What means his grace, that he hath chai^'d 
his style ? [viewing the superscription. 

No more but, plain and blimtly, — To the king? 

Hath he foigot, he is his soverei^? 

Or doth this churlish superscription 

Pretend^ some alteration in good will ? 

What's here ? — I have^ upon especial cause^ — 

[Reads. 
Mov*d with compassion of my C€untry*s wreck. 
Together with the pitiful complaints 
Of such as your oppression feeds upon^ — 
Forsaken your pernicious fiction^ 
And joined with Charles, the rightful king of 
France. 

rawistrous treachery ! Can this be so; 
That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 

There should be found such false dissemblic^ guile P 

K. Hen. What ! doth my uncle Burgundy revolt ? 

Glo. He doth, my Iqrd ; and is beccme your foe. 

K. Hen. Is that the worst, this letter doth contain? 

Glo. It is'the worst, and all, my lord, he writes. 

K. Hen. Whj then, lord Talbot there shall talk 
with hun. 
And give him chastisement for this abuse : — 
My lord, how say you? are you not content? 

Tal Content, my liege? Yes; but that I am 
preyented,*2 

1 should have b<^g'd I might have been employ'd. 
K. Hen. Then gather strength, and march unto 

him straight : 
Let him perceive, how ill we brook his treason ; 
And what c^ence it is, to flout his friends. 

Tal. I go, my lord ; in heart desiring still. 
You may beheld confusion of your foes. [Exit. 

Enter Vernon and Basset 

Ver, Grant me the combat, grack>us sovereign ! 

(1) Design. (2) Anticipated. 
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Sag. And me, raj lord, grant me the combat too ! 

York. This is my servant; Hear him, noble 
prince! 

Sam. And this is mine; Sweet Henry, favour him! 

K. Hen, Be patient, lords ; and ^ve them leave 
to speak. — 
Say, gentlemen. What makes you thus exclaim ? 
And wherefore crave you combit ? or with whom ? 

Ker. With him, my lord ; for he liath done oie 
wrong. 

Bca. And I with him ; for he hath done me 
wrong. 

K. Hen. What is that wrong whereof you both 
complain .•* 
First let me know, and then I'll answer you. 

B<u. Crossing the sea from England into France, 
This fellow here, with envious carping tongue, 
Upbruided me about the rose I wear; 
Saying — the sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did represent my master's blushing cheeks, 
When stubbornly he did repugn' Ae truth, 
About a certain question in the law, 
Areu'd betwixt the duke of York and him ; 
With other vile and igncffninious terms : 
In confutation of which rude reproach. 
And in defence of my lord's worthiness, 
I crave the benefit of law of arms. 

Ver. And that is my petition, noble lord t 
For though he seem, with forged quaint conceit. 
To set a gloss upcm his bold iutent, 
Yet know, my lord, I was provok'd by him ; 
And he first took exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing — that the paleness of this flower 
Bewray'dP me faintness of my master's heart. 

YorJc Will not this malice, Somerset, be left.^ 

Som. Your private grudge, my lord of YoA, 
will out. 
Though ne'er so cunningly you smother it 

(1) Resist (2) Betrayed. 
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K. Hen, Good Lord ! what madness rules in 
brain-sick men ; 
When, for so slight and frivolous a cause. 
Such factious emulations shall arise ! — 
Good cousms both, of York and Somerset, 
Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace. 

York. Let this dissension first be tried by fight, 
And thenyour highness shall cc»nmand a peace. 

Sam. llie auarrel toucheth none but us alone ; 
Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then. 

York. There is my pledge ; accept it, Somerset 

Ver. Nay, let it rest where it b^an at first 

Bas. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord. 

Glo. Confinn it so? Confounded be your strife! 
And perish'ye, with your audacious prate ! 
Presumptuous vassals ! are you not ashamed, 
With this immodest clamorous outrage 
To trouble and disturb the king and us.^ 
And you, my lords, — methinks, you do not well. 
To bear with their perverse objections ; 
Much less, to take occasion from their mouths 
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves ; 
I«t me persuade you take a better course. 

Exe. It grieves his highness ; — Good my lords, 
be friends. 

K. Hen. Come hither, you that would be com- 
batants: 
Henceforth, I charge you, as you love our favour, 
Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cause. — 
And you, my lords, — remember where we are ; 
In France, amongst a fickle wavering nation : 
If they perceive mssension in our looks, 
And that within ourselves we disagree. 
How will their grudging stomachs be provokM 
To wilful disobedience, and rebel ? 
Beside, what infamy will there arise. 
When foreign princes shall be certified, 
That, for a toy, a thing of no regard. 
King Henir's peers, and chief nobility. 
Destroyed mcmselves, and lost the realm of France? 
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O, think upon the conquest of my father, 
Mj tender years; and let us ncH for^ 
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood ! 
Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife. 
I see no reason, if I wear this rose, 

[Putting on a red rose. 
That any one should ther^orc be suspicious 
1 more incline to Somerset, than York : 
Both are my kinsmen, and I lo\'e them both : 
As well they may upbraid me with my crown. 
Because, forsooth, the king of Scots is crowned. 
But your discretions better can persuade, 
Than I am able to instruct or teach : 
And therefore, as we hither came in peace. 
So let us still continue peace and love- 
Cousin oi York, we institute your mce 
To be our r^ent in these parts of France : 
A.nd good my lord of Somerset, unite 
Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot ;- 
And, like true subjects, sons oi your progenit<M«, 
Go cheerfully together, and digest 
Your angry choler on your enemies. 
Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest. 
After some respite, will return to Calais ; 
Fkoti thence to England ; where I hope ere long 
To be presented, by your victories. 
With Charles, Alen^on, and that traitorous rout 
[Flourish. Exeunt Kine Heniy, Glo. Som. 
Win. Suf and Basset. 

War. My lord of York, I promise you, the king 
Prettily, methought, did play the orator. 

York. And so he did ; but yet I like it not, 
In that he wears the badge of Somerset 

War. Tush ! that was but his fancy, blame him not; 
I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no harm. 

York. And, if I wist, he did,— But let it rest; 
Other affairs must now be managed. 

W [Exeunt York, Warwick, and Vernon, 
ell didst thou, Richard, to suppress thy 
voice: 
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For, had the passions of thy heart burst out, 

I fear, we should have seen deciphered there 

More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils. 

Than yet can be unaginM or supposed. 

But howsoever, no simple man tnat sees 

This jarring discord oi nobilit^r, 

This should'ring of each other in the court, 

This factious bandying of their favourites, 

But that it doth presage some ill event. 

'Tis much,' when sceptres are in children's hands; 

But more, when envy* breeds unkind^ division ; 

There comes the ruin, there begins confusion. [Ex, 

SCKN'E //.—France. JB^/bre Bourdeaux. En- 
ter Talbot, with fas Jbrces. 

Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter, 
Summon their general unto the wall. 

Trumpet sounds a parley. Enter, on the walls, * 
the General of the FtenchforceSy and others. 

E^lish John Talbot, captains, calls you forth, 
Servant in arms to Harry king of England ; 
And thus he would, — Open your city gates, 
Be humble to us ; call my sovereign ^ours. 
And do him homage as obedient subjects. 
And I'll withdraw me and my bloody power : 
But, if you frown upon this proffer'd peace,. 
You tempt the fury of my three attendants. 
Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing fire ; 
Who, in a moment, even with the earth 
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers. 
If you forsake the OTer of their love. 

Gen, Thou ominous and fearful owl of death, 
Our naticxi's terror, and their bloody scourge ! 
The period of thy tyranny approacheth. 
On us thou canst not enter, but by death : 
For, I protest, we are well fortified, 

(1) 'Tis strange, or wonderful. 

(2) Enmity. (3) Unnatural. 
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And strong enough to \wa& out and fi^t : 

If thou retire, the dauphin, well appointed. 

Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee : 

On either hand thee there are squadrons pitched. 

To wall thee from the liberty of flight ; 

Ami no way canst thou turn thee for redress. 

But d^th cloth front thee with apparent spoil. 

And pale destruction meets thee in the face. 

Ten tnousand Froich have ta^en the sacrament 

To rive their dangerous artillery 

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot. 

Lo I there thou stand^st, a breathing valiant man, 

Of an invincible uncoiiquer*d spirit : 

This is the latestglonr of thy praise. 

That I, thy enemy, (uie* thee withal ; 

For ere the glass, Uiat now b^ins to run, 

Finish the process of his sandy hour, 

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured. 

Shall see thee witherM, bloody, pale, and dead. 

[Drum afar off. 
Hark ! hark ! the dauphin's drum, a warning bell, 
Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul ; 
And mine shall ring thy dire departure out 

[Exeunt General, Sfcfrom the walls. 
Tal. He fables not, I hear the enemy ; — 
Out, some light horsemen, and peruse their wings. — 
O, negligent and heedless discipline ! 
How are we park'd, and bounacd in a pale ; 
A little herd of England's timorous deer, 
Maz*d with a yelping kennel of French curs ! 
If we be English deer, be then in blood ;2 
Not rascal'like,^ to fall down with a pinch ; 
But rather moody-mad, and desperate stags. 
Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel. 
And make the cowards stand aloof at bay : 
Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 

(1) Endue, honour. (2) In high spirits. 

(3) A nacaX deer is the term of chace for leaa 
poor deer. 
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And they shall find dear deer of us, mv fi'iends. — 
God, and Saint George ! Talbot, and England's 

right ! 
Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight ! [Exe. 

SCEJSTE JIL— Plains in Gascony. Enter York, 
with /brces ; to him a Messenger. 

York. Are not the speedy scouts retum'd again, 
That doffgM the mighty army of the dauphin ? 

MessPfhey are i-etumM, my lord ; and give it out. 
That he is march*d to Bourdeaux with his jx^wer, 
To fight with Talbot : As he march'd along, 
Bv your espials' were discovered 
Iwo mightier ti-oops than that the dauphin led ; 
Which joinM with him, and made their march for 
Bourdeaux. 

York. A plague upon that villain Scnnerset ; 
That thus delays my promised supply 
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege ! 
Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid ; 
And I am lowted^ by a traitor villain. 
And cannot help the noble chevalier : 
God comfort him in this necessity ! 
If he miscarry, farewell wars in France. • 

Enter Sir William Lucy. 

Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English 
strength. 
Never so needful on the earth of France, 
Spur to the rescue.of the noble Talbot ; 
Who now is girdled with a waist of iron. 
And hemm'd about with grim destruction : 
To Bourdeaux, warlike duke! to Bourdeaux, York! 
Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England's 
honour. 

ForA^GGod! that Somerset — ^who in proud heart 
Doth stop my comets — ^were in Talbot's place ! 
So sbould we save a valiant gentleman, 

(1) Spies. (2) Vanquished, baffled. 
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By forfeiting a traitor and a coward. 

Mad ire, and wrathful fuiy, make* ine weep, 

That thus we die, while remiss traitors sleen. 

Lucy. O, send swne succour to the distressed lord! 

York. He dies, we lose ; I break my warlike word: 
We mourn, France smiles ; we lose, they daily get ; 
All Mong of this vile traitor Somerset. 

Lucy. Then, God take inercv ou brave Talbo(*i 
aoul! 
And on his son, young John ; whom, two hoars 

since, 
I met in travel toward his warlike father! 
This seven years did not Talbot see his soo ; 
And now they meet where both their lives are done.' 

York. Alas ! what joy shall noble Talbot have. 
To bid his young son welcome to his g^ve ? 
Away ! vexation almost stops my breath, 
That sunderVl friends greet in the hour of death.— 
Lucy, farewell : no more my fortune can, 
But curse the cause I cannot aid the man.-^ 
Maine, Bids, Poictiers, and Tours, are won away, 
♦Long all of Somerset, and his delay. {Exit 

Luctj. Thus, while the vulture^ of seditkm 
Feeds m the bosom of such great commanders. 
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss 
The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror, 
That ever-living man of menKMy, 
Henry the Fifth : — ^Whiles thev each other cross. 
Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss. [£xtf. 

SCEJSTE IF".— Other plains of Gascony. Eniet 
Somerset, with his forces ; an Officer (j/* Tal 
bot's with him. 

Som. It is too late ; I cannot send them now : 
This expedition was by York, and Talbot, 
Too rauily plotted ; all our general force 
Might wi& a sally of the very town 

(1) Expended, consumed. 

(2) Alluding to the tale of Prpmetheus. 
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Be buckled with : the over-daring Talbot 
Hath sullied all his gloss of former h(xiour, 
By this unheedful, desperate^ wild adventure : 
York set him on to fight, and die in shame, 
That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the name. 

OM. Here is sir William Lucy, who witli me 
Set trom our o*er-match*d forces forth for aid. 

Enter Sir William Lucy. 
Som. How now, sir William ? whither were you 

sent? 
Lucy. Whither, my lord ? from bought and sold 
lord Talbot ;» 
Who, ringM about^ with bold adversity. 
Cries out for noble York and Somerset, 
To beat assailing death fnxn his weak legions. 
And whiles the honourable captain there 
Drops bloody sweat from his war-wearied limbs, 
And, in advantage lingering, looks for rescue, 
Ifou, his false hopes, tl^ trust of England*s hcmour, 
Keep off aloof with worthless emulation. 
Let not ^our private discord keep away 
The levied succours that should lend him aid, - 
While he, renowned noble gentleman, 
Yields up his life unto a world </ odds : 
Orleans the bastard, Charles, and Burgundy, 
Alenc^, Reignier, compass him about, 
And Talbot perisheth by your default. 
Som, York set him on, York should have sent 

him aid. 
Zmci/. And York as fast upon your grace ex- 
claims; 
Swearing that you withhold his levied host. 
Collected for this expedition. 
Som. York lies ; he might have sent and had the 
horse: 
I owe him little duty, and leM love ; 

(1) 1. e. From one utterly ruined by the treache- 
rous practices of others. 

(2) Encircled- 
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And take fool scorn, to fawn oa him hy w&ai8Sin^» 

Lucy. The firaad of England, not the force of 
France, 
Hath now entrapped the noble-minded Talbot ; 
Never to England shall he bear his life; 
But dies, betrayed to fortune by your sfrifis. 

Som, Come, go; I will de^tch the horseroea 
straight: 
Within A% hours they win be at his aid. 

lAuy. Too late comes rescue ; he is ta*en or slain : 
For fly he could not, if he would hare fled ; 
And fly wouM Talbot never, though he might 

Scm. If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu ! 

LMcy. His fame lives in &e w(Hld, his diame in 
you. [Exeunt 

SCEJ^E r.-^Tfu Engfiah cmnp, mmt Bourdeaux. 
Enter Talbot and John Am mm. 

Tat. O young John Talbot f I cBd send for thee, 
To tutor thee in strata^ms of war; 
That Talbot's name might be in thee reviv'd, 
"When sapless age, and weak unable limbs. 
Should bring; thy father to his droopii^ chair 
But, — O malignant and ill-boding stars ! — 
Now thou art come unto a feast of death,^ 
A terrible and unavoided^ danger: 
Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest horw ; 
And ni direct thee how tiiou shalt escape 
By sudden flight : come, dally not, Ix^one. 

John. Is my name Talbot r and am I your son f 
And shall I fly ? O, if you love my mother, 
Dishonour not her honourable name. 
To make a bastard, and a slave of roe : 
The world will say—He is not Talbot's blood. 
That basely fled, when noble Talbot stood. 

TaL Fly, to revenge my death, if I be slalb. 

(1) To a field where death will be feasted with 
slauehter. 

(^ For unavoidable, 
voii. ▼. £ 
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. JoAm. He, that flies so, will iie*er return again. 

Tal. If we both stay, we both are sure to die. 

John. Then let me stay; and, father, do you fly: 
Your loss is great, so your regard' should be ; 
My worth uaknown, no loss is known in me. 
Upon my death the French can little boast ; 
In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost 
Flight cannot stain tiie honour you have won ; 
But mine it will, that no exploit have done : 
You fled for vantage, eveiy one will swear ; 
But, if I bow, they'll say — it was for fear. 
There is no hope that ever I will stay, 
If, the first hour, I shrink, and run away. 
Here, on my knee, I beg mortality. 
Rather than life preserv'd with infamy. 

Tal. Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb ? 

John. Ay, rather than I'll shame my mothei'f 
womb. 

Tal Upon my blessing I command Ihee go. 

John, To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 

TaL Part of thy father may be saved in thee. 

John, No part of him, but will be shame in me. 

TiU. Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not 
lose it 

John. Yes, your renowned name; Shall flight 
abuse it? 

TaL Thy father's charge shall clear thee from 
that stain. 

John. You cannot witness for me, being slain. 
If death be so apparent, then both fly. 

TaL And leave my followers here, to fight, and 
• die.^ 
My age was never tainted with such shame. 

Join. Andshallmyyouth be guilty of suchblame.* 
No more can I be sever'd fitan your side. 
Than can yourself yourself in twain divide : 
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I; 
For live I will not, if my fiither die. 

(1) Your calm of your own safety. 
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TaL Thenhere I take my leave of tbee, ikirsoiiy 
Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon. 
Comef side bv side together live and die ; 
And soul with soul from France to heaven flj. 

[ExewKL 

SCEJSTE ri.—A Jield of batiU. Alarum : Ex- 
cursioruytoherein Talbot's Son is hemmed ulnmt, 
and Talbot rescues Aim. 

Tal Saint George and victory ! fight, soldierly 
fight: 
The PMent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
And left us to the rage of France^s sword. 
"Where is John Talbot f — pause, and take thy breath; 
I gave thee life, and readied thee from death. 

John. O twice my fiitber ! twice am I thy son r 
The life thou gav'st me first, was lost and done ; 
Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate. 
To my determinMi time thou gav*st new date. 

TaL When from tlie dauphin^s crest thy swoid 
struck fire. 
It waim'd thy &ther*8 heart with proud desire 
Of bold-facM victory. Then leaden age, 
QuickenM with youdiful spleen, and warlike rage, 
Beat down Alen^on, Orleans, Burgundy, 
And from the pride of Gallia rescuM thee. 
The ireful bastard Orleans — ^that drew blood 
From thee, my boy; and had the maidei^uxx] 
Of thy first fight — 1 soon encountered ; 
And, interchanging blows, I quickly shed 
Scxne of his bastard blood ; and, in disgrace, 
Bespoke him thus : ConUuninaUdj base. 
And misbegotien blood J spill of thine. 
Mean and right poor; for that pure blood of mtne. 
Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave 

boy.— 
Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy. 
Came m strong rescue. Speak, thy fatWs care 

(1) Ended. 
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Art not thou weary, John ? How dost thou fere? 
Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly, 
Now thou art seaPd the son of chivaliy ? 
Fly, to revenge my death, when I am dead ; 
The help of one stands me in little stead. 
O, too much folly is it, well I wot, 
To hazard all our lives in one small boat 
If I to-day die not with Frenchmen's rage, 
To-morrow I shall die with mickle age : 
By me they nothing gain, an if I stay, 
'Tis but the shortening of my life one day : 
In thee thy mother dies, our household's name, 
Mv death's revenge, thy youth, and England's fame: 
All these, and more, we hazard by thy stay; 
All these are sav'd, if thou wilt fly away. 
John, The sword of Orleans hath not made me 
smart, 
These words ofyours draw life-blood from my heart : 
On that advantage, bought with such a shame 

S~o save a paltry life, and slay bright fame,) 
fore young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 
The coward horse, that bears me, fall and die : 
And likel me to the peasant boys of France ; 
To be shame's scorn, and subject of mischance ! 
Surel V, by all the gloiy vou have won, 
An if I fly, I am not Talbot's son : 
Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot ; 
If son toTalbot, die at Talbot's foot 

TdL Then follow thou thy desperate sire of Crete, 
Thou Icarus ; thy life to me is sweet : 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father's side ; 
And, commendable prov'd, let's die in pride. 

[ExeunL 
SCEJ^E nT.—Anoiher part of the samt,-^ 

Alarum: Excursions. ErUer'ttXhiAwownded^ 

ntpporied by a Servant 

2U. Where is my other life? — mine own is 
gone:— 

V (1) Liken me, reduce me to a level with 
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O, wbere's joang^ Talbot ? where it valiant Jolm ?— > 
Triumi^iant death, 8roear*d with captivity .'i 
Young Talbot*8 valour makes me smile at thee :— 
When he perceivM me shrink, and on my knee, 
His bkxxly sword he brandished over roe. 
And, like a hongiy lion, did commence 
Rough deeds of rage, and stem impatience ; 
But when my an^ guardant stooa alone. 
Tendering my ruin,2 and assailM of none, 
Diizy-ey'd funr, and great rage of heart. 
Suddenly made him from my side -to start 
Into the clustering battle of the French : 
And in that sea of blood my boy did drench 
His overmounting spirit ; and there died 
My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride. 

Enter SoldierSy bearing the body qf John Talbot 

Sero, O my dear lord! lo, where your son is 
borne! 

TaL TboQ antic death, which laagh*st us here 
to scorn. 
Anon, from thy insulting Qrranny, 
Coupled in bonds of perpetuity. 
Two Talbots, wingea through the lither^ sky, 
In thy despite, shall ^scape mortality. — 
O thou, wlK)se wounds become hard-favourM death, 
Speak to thy father, ere thou yield thy breath : 
Brave death by speaking, whether he will, or no; 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy foe. — 
Poor boy ! he smiles, methinks ; as who should sav— 
Had death been French, then death had died to-day. 
Oxne, ccxne, and lay him in his father^s arms ; 
My spirit can no longer bear these harms. 
Soldiers, adieu ! I have what I would have. 
Now my old arms are young John Talbot^s grave. 

[Dies, 

(1 J Death stained and dishonoured with captivity. 

(2) * Watching me with tenderness in my fall • 

(3) Flexible, gelding. 
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Alarums. Exeunt Soldiers and Servant^ leaving 
the two bodies. Enter Charles, Alenqcm, Bur- 
gundy, Bastard, La Pucelle, and forces. 

Char. Had York and Somerset brought rescue in. 
We should have found a bloody day of this. 

JSast. How the young whelp of Talbot*s, raging- 
wood,* 
Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen's blood ! 

Pue. Once I encountered him, and thus I said, 
Thou maiden youth, be vanquish'' d by a maid: 
But — ^with a proud, majestical high scorn, — 
He answer^ thus ; Young Talbot tjoas not bom 
To be the pillage of a giglofi wench .' 
So, rushing in the bowels of the French, 
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtless he would have made a noble 
knight: 
See, where he lies inhersed in the aims 
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms. 

Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their Ixmes 
asunder; 
Whose life was England's glory, Gallia's wcmder. 

Char. 0,no; forbear: for that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 

Enter Sir William Lucy, attended; a French 
herald preceding. 

Lucy. Herald, 
Conduct me to the dauphin's tent; to know 
Who hath obtain'd the gloiy of the day. 

Char. On what submissive message art thou sent ? 

jLucy. Submission, dauphin? 'tis a mere French 
word; 
We English warriors wot not what it means. 
I ccHne to know what priscxiers thou hast ta'en. 
And to survey the bodies of the dead, 

Char. For prisoners ask'st thou f hell our prison is. 

(1) Raving mad. (2) Wanton, 
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But tell me whom thou seek'st 

Lucy. WheK is the great Alcides of the field, 
Valiant lord Talbot, earl of Shrewsbury ; 
Created, for his rare success in anns. 
Great earl of Washford, Waterford, and Valence; 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield, 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, lord Verdun of Alton, 
Lord Cromwell of- Wingfield, lord ForaiTal of 

Sheflield, 
The thrice victorious lord of Falconbridge ; 
Knight of the noble order of Saint Geoige, 
Worthy Saint Michael, and the golden &ece; 
Great mareshal to Heniy the Sixth, 
Of all his wars within me realm of France ? 

Puc Here is a silly stately stjrie indeed ! 
The Turk, that two and fiAy kingdoms hadi, 
V^rites not 9o tedious a s^le as this.— > 
Him, that tiiou masnifiest with all diese titles. 
Stinking, and fly-fawim, lies here at our feet 

Lucy. Is Talbot slain; the Frenchmen's only 
scouige, 
Your kingdom's terror and black Nemesis? 
O, were mine eye-balls into bullets tum'd. 
That I, in rafi;e. ni^;ht shoot than at your /aces ! 
O, that I could but call these dead to life ! 
It were enough to fright ihe realm of France : 
Were but his picture left among you here. 
It would amaiei fee profodest of vou all. 
Give me their bodies ; that I may bear them hence. 
And give them burial as beseems their worth. 

Puc I think, this upstarVis old Talbot's ghost, 
He speaks with such a proud commanding spirit 
ForGod's sake, let him oave »em ; to keep tl^ here, 
They would but stink, and putrefy the air. 

Uutr. Go, take their bodies hence. 

Lucy. Ill bear feem hence. 

But from feeir ashes shall be rear'd 
A phoenix that shall make all France afieard. 

(1) Confound. 
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Char. So we be rid of them, do widi 'em what 
thou wilt. 
And now to Paris, in this conquering vein ; 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbot's slain. [Ex€. 



ACT V. 

SCKYE /.—London. A room in the palac*. 
Enter King Heniy, Gloster, and Exeter. 

K. Hen. Have you perus'd the letters from the 
pope, 
The emperor, and the earl of Armagnac f 

Glo. I have, my lord ; and their intent is this,— 
They humbly sue unto your excellence. 
To have a godly peace concluded o^ 
Between the realms of England and of France. 

K. Hen, How doth your grace affect their mo- 
tion? 

Glo, Well, my ffood lord ; and as the only meant 
To stop efiiisioQ of our Christian blood, 
And 'stablish quietness on every side. 

K, Hen, Ay, marry, uncle ; K>r I always thought, 
It was both impious and unnatural, 
That such immanity^ and bloody strife 
Should leign among professors of one faith. 

Glo. Beside, my lord,— the sooner to effect. 
And surer bind, this knot of amity, — 
The earl of Armagnac — ^near knit to Charles, 
A man of great authcyity in France, — 
Proffers his only daughter to tout grace 
In marriage, with a large and sumptuous dowry. 

K, Hen. Marriage, uncle I alas ! my years art 
young; 
And fitter is my study and my books. 
Than wanton dalliance with a paranioiir. 
Yet, call the ambassadors ; and, as you please, 

(1) Barbarity, savageneas. 
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So let tbexn hare their answers every one ; 
1 shall be well content with any choice, 
Tendk to God^s glor)', and my country's weal. 

Enter a Legate^ and two ambasaadors^ with Win- 
chester, in a cardinats habit, 

Exe. What! is my lord of Winchester in8ta.Vd, 
And calVd unto a Ciurdinal's degree ? 
Then, I perceive, that will be veri6ed, 
Henry tM Fifth did sometime prophesy, — 
If once he come to be a cardinal. 
He'll make his cap co-equal with the crown. 

K. Hen. My \ot^^ ambassadors, your several suits 
Have been considAM and debated on. 
Your purpose is both good and reasonable : 
And, therefore, are we certainly resolved 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace ; 
Which, by my lord of Winchester, we mean 
Shall be transported presently to France. 

GU). And for Ac proffer of my lord your master,— 
I have informed his hi^mess so at large. 
As — liking of the lady's virtuous gifts. 
Her beauty, and the value of her dower, — 
He doth intend she shall be England's queen. 

K. Hen. In argument and proof of which con- 
tract, 
Bear her this jewel, [To (he Amb.] pledge of my 

affection. 
And so, my lord protector, see them guarded. 
And safely brought to Dover; where, inshippM, 
C<Mnmit th^n to the fortune of the sea. 

[Exeunt King Henry and train ; Gloster, 
Exeter, and Ambassadors. 

Win. Stay, my lord legate; you shall first receive 
The sum of money, which I promised 
Should be delivered to his holiness 
For clothing me in these grave ornaments. 

Zje^. I will attend upon your lordship's leisure. 

Win. Now, Winchester will not submit, I trow, 
Or be inferior to the proudest peer. 
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Humphrey of Glostcr, thou shall well perceive, 
That, neither in birth, or for authority, 
The bishop will be overborne by thee : "^ 
V\\ either make thee stoop, and bend thy knee, 
Or sack this country with a mutiny. [KxeunL 

SCEJVE //.—France. Plains in Anjou. Enter 
Charles, Bur^ndy, Alen^on, La Pucelle, and 
forces^ marking. 

Char. These news, my lords, may cheer our 
drooping spirits : 
*Tis said, the stout Parisians do revolt. 
And turn again unto the warli|^e French. 
Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Charles of 
France, 
And keep not back your powers in dalliance. 

Puc. Peace be amongst them, if they turn to us, 
Else, ruin combat with their palaces ! 

Enttr a Messenger. 

Mess. Success unto our valiant general. 
And happiness to his acccxnplices ! 

Char. What tidings send our scouts? I pr'ythee, 
speak. 

Mess. The English army, that divided was 
Into two parts, is now conjoined in one ; 
And means to give you battle presently. 

Char. Somewhat too sudden, »rs, the warning is ; 
But we will presently provide for them. 

Bur. I trust, the ehost of Talbot is not there ; 
Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear. 

Pile. Of all base passions, fearis most accursM : — 
Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine ; 
Let Henry fret, and all the world repine. 

Char. Then on, my lords ; and France be for- 
tunate ! [Exeunt, 
SCEJSTE III— The same. Btfore Anffiers. 

Alarums: Excursions. £n(er La Pucefle. 

Puc. The regent conquers, and the Frenchmen 
fly.- 
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Now help, ye chamuns^ spells, and periapts ;l 
And ye choice ^rits ttiat adnionish me, 
And give me signs of fbtare accidents ! 

[Thunder. 
Yoa speedy helpers, dmt are subsdtotes 
Under the lordly monarch of the north,3 
Appear, and aid me in diis oiterprise ! 

Enter Fiends, 
This speedy quick apjpearance argues proof 
Of your accustcxn*d diligence to me. ^ 
Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull*d 
Out ot the powerful regions under earth. 
Help me this once, that France may get the field. 
[They toalk about, and speak not 
O, hold me not with silence over-kngj 
Where I was woat to feed you with my blood, 
m lop a member off, and give it you. 
In earnest of a farther ba»efit; . 
So you do condescend to help me now. — 

[They hang their heads. 
No hope to have redress ? — My body shall 
Pay rec(»npeuse, if you will grant my suit 

[They shake their heads. 
Cannot my body, nor blood-sacrifice. 
Entreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 
Then take my soul ; my body, soul, and all. 
Before that England give the French the foil. 

[They depart 
Sec! they forsake me. Now the time is come, 
That France must vaiP her lofty-plumed crest. 
And let her head fall into Englana's lap. 
My ancient incantations are too weak. 
And hell too strong foe me to buckle with : 
Now, France, thy gloiy droopeth to the dust [Ex. 

(1) Charms sewed up. 

(2) The north was supposed to be the particular 
ba^tation of bad 8{Hrits. 

(3) Lower. 
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Alarums. Enter French and English, Jighiing. 
La Pucelle and York Jighi hand to hand. La 
Pucelle is taken. The French Jly. 

York. Damsel of France, I think I have you fast* 
Unchain joxu spirits now with spelling charms, 
And ivy if they can gain your liberty. — 
A goodly prize, fit for the devil's grace I 
See, how the ugly witch doth bend her brows. 
As if, with Circe, she would change my shape. 

Puc. ChangMto a worser shape mou canst not be. 

York. O, Charles the dauphin is a proper man; 
No shape but his can please vour dain^ eye. 

Fuc. A plaguing mischief light on Charles, and 
theef 
And may ye both be suddenly surprised 
By bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds ! 

York. Fell, banning! hag! enchantress, hold thy 
t(Migue. 

Fuc. I pr'ythee, give me leave to curse a while. 

York. Curse, miscreant, when thou comest to the 
stake. [Exeunt. 

Alarums. Enter Suffolk, leading in Lady Mar- 
garet 
Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner. 
[Gazes on Jur, 

fairest beauty, do not fear, nor fly ; 

For I will touch thee but with reverent hands, 
And lav them gently on thy tender side. 

1 kiss these fingers [Kissing her hand.] for eternal 

peace: 
Who art thou .' say, that I may honour thee. 

Mar. Margaret my name ; and daughter to a king 
The king of Naples, whosoe'er thou art. 

Suff". An earl I am, and^uffolk am I call'd. 
Be not ^Tended, nature's miracle, 
Thou art allotted to be ta'en by me : 
So doth the swan her downy cygnets save, 

(1) To ban is to curse. 
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Keeping them prisoners underneath her wing;8. 
Yet, if this servile usage once o^nd. 
Go, and be free again as Sufiblk^s friend. 

[She turns away as going, 
O, stay! — I have no power to let her pass; 
My hand would free her, but my heart sa^'S^na 
As plays the sun upon the o;lassv streams, 
Twmkiing another counterfeited beam. 
So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak : 
I'll call for pen and ink, and write my mind : 
Fie, De la Poole ? disable not thyself ;» 
Hast not a ton^e f is she not here thy prisoner ^ 
Wilt thou be daunted at a woman's sight? 
Ay ; beauty's princely majes^ is such. 
Confounds the tongue, and makes the seo«es rough. 

Mar. Say, earl of Suffolk, — if thy name be so, — 
What ransom must I pay before I pass ^ 
For, Iperceive, 1 am thy prisoner. 

Suff. How canst thou tell, she will deny thy suit. 
Before thou make a trial of her love ^ [Aside, 

Mar. Why speak'st thou not? what ransom 
must I pay? 

Sujgr. She's beautiful ; and therefore to be woo'd : 
She IS a woman ; therefore to be won. [Aside, 

Mar. Wilt AcMi accept of ransom, yea, or no ? 

Suffl Fond man ! remember, that thou hast a wife; 
Then how can Margaret be thy paramour? 

[Aside. 

Mar. I were best leave him, for he will not hear. 

Suffl There all is marr'd ; there lies a cooling card. 

Jl/^r. He talks at random ; sure the man is mad 

Suffl And yet a dispensation may be had. 

Mar. And yet 1 would that you would answer me. 

Suj: I'll win this lady Margaret. For whom ? 
Why, for my king : Tush ! that's a wooden thii^.2 

(1) 'Do not represent thyself so weak.* 

(2) An awkward business, an undertaking not 
likely to succeed. 
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Mar. He talks of wood : It is some carpenter. 

Svjff\ Yet so my fancy ^ may be satisfied. 
And peace established between these realms. 
But there remains a scruple in that too : 
' For though her father be the king of Naples, 
Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet be is poor. 
And our nobility will scorn the match. [Aside* 

Mar. Hear ye, captain ? Are you not at leisure ? 

Suffl It shall be so, disdain they ne^erso much: 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. — 
Madam, I have a secret to reveal. 

Mar. What though I be enthralPd? be seems a 
knight. 
And will not any way dishonour me. [Aside. 

Suff. Ladv, vouchsafe to listen what I say. 

Mar. Perhaps, I shall be rescu'd by the French; 
And then I need not crave his courtesy. [Aside. 

Sujff'. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a cause— 

J^r. Tush ! women have been captivate ere 
now. [Aside, 

Sitjff'. Lady, wherefore talk you so.^ 

Jlwr. I cry you mercy, 'tis but quid for quo. 

Suff. Sav, gentle princess, would you not suppose 
Your bondage happy, to be made a <^een? 

Mar. To be a queen in bondage, is more vile. 
Than is a slave in base servility ; 
For princes should be free. 

Svff. And so shall you, 

If happy England's royal kin^ be free. 

Mar. "Why, what concerns nisfreed(Hn unto me? 

Siff. V\\ undertake io make thee Heniy's queen ; 
To put a golden sceptre in thy hand, 
Ana set a precious crown upon thy head. 
If thou wilt condescend to be my — 

Mar. What? 

Sttff. His love. 

Jmir. I am unworthy to be Henry's wife. 

Siff. No, gentle madam ; I unworthy am 

(l)Love. 
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To woo 9o fair a dame to be his wife^ 
And have no portion in the choice m^'self. 
Hovr Mj YOU, madam ; are you so content? 
Mar. An if my fathier please, 1 am content 
Suff, Then call our captains, and our colourii* 
forth: 
And, madam, at your father^s castle walls 
We'll crave a parley, to confer with him. 

{Troop* come/orwmrd, 

A parley Bsmmded. Ehier Bi^grAer, on the watli. 

Suf. Sec, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner. 

Rag. To whom? 

SufT. Tome. 

, Retg. Suflblk, what raroedy? 

I am a soldier; and unapt to weep, 
Or to exclaim on fortune's fickleness. 

Suff". Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord ; 
Consent (and, for thv honour, give consent,) 
Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king ; 
Whom I with pain have wooM and won thereto; 
And this her easy-held imprisonment 
Hath gain'd thy dai^ter princely liberty. 

Hetg. Speaks Suffolk as be thinks? 
r«.^^ ^ „ , . Fair Margaret knows, 

That Suffolk doth not flatter, face,i or feign. 

Reig. Upon thy princely warrant, I descend, 
To give thee answer of thy just demand. 

_ _ . ^ [Exity from the toalls, 

Suff. And here I will expect thy coming. 

TrumpeU sounded. Enter Reignier, behw. 

Reig. Welcome, brave earl, into our territories; 
Command in Anjou what your honour pleases. 

Suff: Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a 
child. 
Fit to be made companion with a king : 
What answer makes your grace unto my suit? 

(1) Ray the hypocrite. 
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Reiff, Since tiiou dost deign to woo her littU 
worthy 
To be the princely bride of such a lord ; 
^Upon condition I may quietly 
'Enjoy mine own, the county Maine, and Anjou, 
Free from oppression, or the stroke of war. 
My daughter shall be Heniy's, if he please. 
. Siiffi That is her ranscnn, I deliver her ; 
And those two counties, I will undertake, 
Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reiff. And I again, — in Henry's royal name. 
As depaty unto tfiat gracious king. 
Give thee her hand, tor siga of plighted faith. 

Stij^l Reignier of France igive thee kingly 
fhanks, » 

Because this is in trafiic of a king : 
And yet, methinks, I could be well content 
To be mine own attomev in this case. [Aside. 
1*11 over then to England with this news, 
And make this marriage to be solemnizM ; 
So, farewell, Reignier! Set this diamond safe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. 

Reiff. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Christian prince, king Henry, were he here. 

JIfar. Farewell, my lord .' Good wishes, praise,^ 
and prayers, 
Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret [Going^. 

Stiffi Farewell, sweet madam ! But, hark you, 
Margaret ; 
No princely commendations to my king ? 

Juar. Such commendations as ba^koe a maid, 
A vij^"* ^n^ h's servant, say to him. 

fiftt^ Words sweetly placM, and modestly di- 
rected. 
But, madam, I must trouble you again, — 
No loving token to his majes^ ? 

Mar. Yes, my ^ood lord ; a pure unspotted hearty 
Neyeryet taint with love, I send the king. 

Sujf. And this withal. [Kisses her. 

Jttar, That for thyself ; — I will not so presume^ 
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To send such peevi^i tokens to a king. 

[Exeunt Re^;nier and Margmret. 

A(^ O, wert thoufor mjseUT— But, Soflblk, stajr; 
Thou ma^*st not wander in that labyrinth ; 
There Minotaurs, and ugly treaaons, lurk. 
Solicit Heniy with her wond^roos praise : 
Bethink ^bee on her virtaes that surmount; 
Mad,3 natural graces that extinguish art ; 
Repeat their s^nblance often on the seas. 
That, when thou coin*st to kneel at Hcniy't feet, 
Thou iiiay*st bereave him of his wits with wonder. 

[Extt, 
SCEJVE IF. —Camp of Hu Duke qf Y<wk, m 

Anjau, Enter York, Warwick, and others, 

York. Bring fiwth that aotoeraii, ooiidsim*d to 
bom. 

Enter La Pocene, guarded, and a Shepherd. 

S%gi. Ah, Joan! Hua kills thj father's heart 
outright! 
Have I sought eveiy countiy far and near, 
And, now it is mj chance to find thee out. 
Must I behold thy timeless* cruel death ? 
Ah, Jean, sweet dai^ter Joan, Pll die with thee! 

Pue, Decrepit miser }i base ignoble wretdi ! 
I am descended of a gentler blood; 
Tlioa art no &ther, nor no friend, of mine. 

Shep. Out, out I— My lords, an please you, *tif 
not so; 
I did beget her, all the parish knows : 
Her momer liveth yet, can testify, 
She was the first fruit of my bachelorship. 

War. Graceless I wilt thou deny th^ parentage? 

York. Thisaigueswhatherkindof lifehath been; 
Wicked and vile ; and so her deadi concludes. 

Sfup. Fie, Joan ! that thou wilt be so obstacle !< 

(1) Childish. (2) Wild. (3) Untimely. 

(4) Miserheresimplymeansamiserablecreaturcb 

(5) A comiptioo of obstinate. 
▼OL.V F 
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God knows thou art a collop of my flesh ; 
And for thy sake have I shed many a tear : 
Deny me not, I pr'ythee, gentle Joan. 

Puc. Peasant, avaunt I — You have subomM^iij 
manf 
On purpose to obscure my noble birth. 

Skep. 'Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest, 
The mcmi that I was wedded to her mother.— 
Kneel down and take my blessing, good my giri. 
Wilt4hou not stoop f Now cursed be the time 
Of ihy nativity ! I would, the milk 
liy modier gave thee, when thoa sucVdst her 

breasL 
Had been a tittle ratsbane for thy sake \ 
Or dse, when thou didst keep my Iambs a-field, 
I wish «ome r^yenous wqI/ hft«i .eaten &fte • 
Dost thou deny thy father, cursed di^b ? 
O, bumhet, bumheiv; Jianging ia tpo^ood. [Eadi. 

York, "take her away; for she hathhv*d too long 
To fiQ the world Wi^ vicious qualities. 

Puc. First, let me tell you whom yon have con 
,'demnM: * 
Not me berotten of a shepheid 8wain« 
But issu'd from the pixageny of kings^ 
Virtuous, nod holy ; chosen from above^ 
By iospirmtkiti of celestial grace, 
rto work exceeding miracles on eardh 
I never had to do with wicked spiritsi 
But yioa^—tiiatfLiepollvted with- TOOT lusts, . 
Stain*d with the guiltless blood of innocoits. 
Corrupt and tainted widi a ^MMisand vkes,-^ 
Because you want the grace diat otlievs have, 
You judge it strai^t a tiling nnpossible 
To compass wooden, bat by help of devils. 
No, misconceiTed !» Joan of Arc hatb been 
A viigin from her tender infancy, 
Chwte ttid immao^ae in vet^Hion^; 



and 



1) * No, ye misconceivers, ye who mistake i 
' my qualitiee.* 
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Whose maiden blood, thus ligorouslr efllbs'df 
Will cry for vengeance at the fates of heaven. 

York, Aj, ay ; — away with her to execution. 

War. And hark ye, sirs ; because she is a maid. 
Spare for no faggots, let there be enough : | 

Place barrels M pitch upon the fatal stake, I 

That 80 her toKure may be shortened. 

Puc. Will noduBgtimiyoQrimrelentingbemrts?~< 
Then, Joan, discofver thine infirmity ; 
That warranteth by law to be th^ privilege. — 
I am with child, ye bloody homiciaet : 
Murder not then the frait within nty womb, 
Altho(tt;fa ye hale me to « violent death. 

York, Now heaven fore£end ! the holy maid with 
child? 

War, The greatertmirBcte &at e*er ye wrou gfai t ; 
Is aU your strict preciseness come to this? 

York, She ma^danphinhave been joggling: 
I did iroaeme what wonkl be her refiige. 

War. Well, go to ; we will have no bastards live ; 
Especially since Charles nmtt father it 

Puc, Youaredeceti^d) mychildisnoneofhis; 
It was Alen^on, thatenjoy*^ my love. 

York, Alen^.' that motorious Machiavd ! 
It dies, an.if it had a thousand lives. 

Ptte. O, give me leav#, I have deluded yon, 
*Twas neither Charles, nor yet thft duke J nara^d. 
But Reignjer, kii^ of Naples, that prevtiM 

War. A married man! that's most intolerable. 

York. Why, here's a girl ! I thmk, slie knows 
not well, 
There were so many, whom she may accuse. 

War. It*s sign, she hath been liberal and free. 

York. And, yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pore ! — 
Stnmpet, thy woixls condemn thy brat, and thee : 
Use no entreaty, for it is in yain. 

Puc. Then lead me hence ; — with whom I leave 
my curse : 
May never glorious sun reflex his beams 
UpoQ the countiy where you make abode * 
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But darkness and the &;Iooiny shade of death 
Environ you ; till mischief, and^despair, 
Drive you to break your necks, or hang yourselves . 
[£«/, guarded, 
York. Break thou in pieces, and consume to ashes^ 
Thou foul accursed minister of hell ! 

Enter Cardinal Beaufort, attended. 

Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence 
With letters of commission from the king. 
For know, my k)rd8, the states of Christendom, 
Mov'd with remorse* of these outrageous broils, 
Have earnestly implored a general peace 
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French ; 
And here at hand the dauphin, and his train, 
Approacheth, to confer about stmie matter. 

York. Is all our travail tum*d to this effect ? 
After the slaughter of so many peers. 
So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers, 
That in this quarrel have been overthrown, 
And sold their bodies for their country's benefit. 
Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace ? 
Have we not lost nMMt part of all the towns, 
By trea8(xi, falsehood, and by treachery, 
Our great prc^nitors had conquered ? — 
O, Warwick, Warwick ! I foresee with grief, 
The utter loss of all the realm of France. 

fV^ar. Be patient, York : if we conclude a peace, 
It shall be with such strict and severe covenants, 
As little shall the Frenchmen gain hereby. 

Enter Charles, attended; Alenqon, Bastard, Reig- 
nier, and others. 
Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed. 
That peaceful truce shall be proclaimM in France, 
We come to be informed by yourselves 
What the conditions of that league must be. 
York. Speak, Winchester; for boiling cholei 
chokes 

(1) Compassion. 
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The hollow passage of my poiaoaM roice. 
By 8%ht of these our balefuU enemies. 

Win, Charles, and the rest, it is enacted thutt 
That — in regard king Heary gives consent. 
Of mere compassion, and of lenity, 
To ease your countiy of distressful war, 
And mffer you to breathe in fruitful peace, — 
You shall become true liegemen to ms crown : 
And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear 
To pay him tribute, and submit thyself. 
Thou shalt be placed as viceroy under him, 
And still enjoy thy regal dignity. 

^len. Must he be men as shadow of himself? 
Adorn his temples with a coronet ;3 
And yet, in substance and authority, 
Retain bnit privilege of a private man f 
This proffer is ab^rd and reasonless. 

Char. *Tis known already, that I am possessed 
With more than half the Gallian territories. 
And therein reverenced for their lawful king: 
Shall I, for lucre t)f the rest unvanquish'd. 
Detract so much from that prerogative. 
As to be caird but viceroy of the whole ? ^ 
No, lord ambassador ; 1*11 rather keep 
IWt wmch I have, than, coveting for more. 
Be cast from possibility c^ all. 

York, Insulting Cburles! hast thou by secret 
means 
Used intercessi(Hi to obtain a league; 
And, now the matter grows to compromise, 
Stand'st &ou aloof upon compariscm ? 
Either accept the title thou usurp^st. 
Of benefit^ proceeding frwn our king. 
And iK)t oi any challenge of desert, 
Or we will plague thee with incessant wars. 

Reig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy 

(1) Baneful. (2) Coronet is here used for aown. 
(3) *Be content to live as the beneficiaiy of our 
king.* 
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To cavil in the coarse c^ this contr&ct : 
If once it be neglected, ten to one, 
We shall not find like opportunity. 

AUn. To say the trum, it is your policy, 
To save your subjects frcMn such massacre, 
And rutmess slaughters, as are daily seen 
By our proceeding in hostility : 
And therefore take this compact of a truce, 
Although you break it when your pleasure serves. 
[Aside to Charles. 

War. How say'st thou, Charles? shall our 
ccmdition stand f 

Char. It shall: 
Only reserv*d, you claim no interest 
In any of our towns of garrison. 

York. Then swear allegiance to his majesty ; 
As thou art knight, never to disob^, 
Nor be rebellious to the crown of England, 
Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England,— 
[Charles, and the resty give tokens ^fealty. 
So, now dismiss your army when you please ; 
Hang up your ensigns, let your drums be still. 
For here we entertain a solemn peace. [Exeunt, 

SCEJ^E F.—London. A room in the palace. 
Enter King Henry, in cor\fertnce wUk Suffolk ; 
Gkwter and E%siar foUowtng. 

K. Hen. Your wond*rous rare description, noble 
earl, * 
Of beauteous Marear^t hath astonishM me ; 
Her virtues, graced with external gifts. 
Do breed lovers settled passions in my heart : 
And like as rigour in tempestuous gusts 
Provokes the mightiest hulk a^inst the tide ; 
So am I driven, oy breath of ner renown, 
Cither to suffer shipwreck, or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

Suff\ Tush ! my good lord ! this superficial tale 
Is but a preface of her worOiy praise : 
The chief perfections of that lovely dame 
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^ad I sufficient skill to utter them,) 
Would make a roluroe c^ enticing lines, 
Able to ravi^ any dull conceit 
And, winch is more, she is not so divine. 
So fuH replete with choice of all delights. 
But, with as humble lowliness of mind. 
She is content to be at jour command ; 
Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents. 
To love and honour Henry as her lord. 

K. Hen. And otherwise will Heniy ne*er pr&- 
sume. 
Therefore, my lord protector, give consent, 
Hiat Maigaret may be England^s royal queen. 

CHo. So should I give ccmsent to flatter sin. 
You know, my lord, your highness is betrothM 
Unto another lady (k esteem ; 
How shall we then dispense with that contract. 
And not de&ce your honour with reproach ? 

Sujff^. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 
Or (xte, thaty at a triumph^ having vo%vM 
To tiy his strength, forsaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adversary's odds : 
A poor eari's daughter is unequal odds. 
And dierefore may be broke without offence. 

Glo. Why, whc^t, I pray, is Maigarel more than 
that.^ 
Her fii&er is no better than an earl, 
Aldio^h in glorious titles he excel. 

Sw^ Yes, my good lord, her father is a king. 
Hie king of Naples, and Jerusalem ; 
And of such gre&t authority in France, 
As his alliance will confirm our peace. 
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 

Glo. And so the earl of Armagnac may do, 
Becanse he is near kinsman unto Charles. 

Exe. Beside, his wealth dodi warrant liberal 
dower; 

(t) A trimnph tfien sigiufi^ a public oihibitiffi , 
mnok as a mask, or reveL 
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While Reigiiier sooner will receive, than give. 

Sujf. A dower, my lords ! disgrace not so yoae 
king. 
That he should be so abject, base, and poor. 
To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love. 
Henry is able to enrich his queen. 
And not to seek a queen to make him rich : 
So worthless peasants bareain for their wives. 
As market-men for oxen, sneep, or horse. 
Marriage is a matter of more worth. 
Than to be dealt in bj attorneyship ;i 
Not whom we will, but whom his rrace afiecta, 
Must be companion of his nuptial oed : 
And therefore, lords, since he afiects her most. 
It most of all these reasons bindeth us. 
In our opinion she should be iHreferr*d. 
For what is wedlock forced, oai a hell. 
An age of discord and continual strife ? 
Whereas the contraiy bringeth forth lidiss. 
And is a pattern of celestial peace. 
Whom should we match, Vith Heniy, being a king, 
But Maigaret, that is daughter to a king? 
Her peerless feature, join^ with her birth. 
Approves her fit for none, but far a king: 
Her valiant courage, and undaunted spirit 
(More than in wranen commonly is seen,) 
Will answer our hope in issue of a king; 
For Heniy, son unto a conqueror. 
Is likely to beget more conquerors, 
If with a lady of so high resolve, 
As is fair Margaret, he be linked in love. 
Then yield, my lords ; and here conclude with me, 
That Margaret shall be queen, and none but she. 

K. Hen. Whether it be through force of your 
report. 
My noble lord of Suffolk ; or for that 
mv tender youth was never yet attaint 
iVith any passion of inflaming love, 

(1) By flie discretional agency of another. 
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I cannot tell ; but this I am asetir'd, 

I feel such sharp dissension in my breast, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear, 

As I am sick with workin*; of my thoughts. 

Take.thereibre, shipping; pobt, my lord, to France ; 

^^ree to any covenants : and procure 

Tmt lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come 

To cross the seas to England, and be crowiiM 

King Henry^s faithful and anointed queen : 

For your expenses and sufficieai charge, 

Among the people gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, 1 say ; icMvtill tou do return, 

I rest perplexed with a tlioosand cares. — 

And you, good uncle, bamsh all ofience: 

If you do censurei me by what you were. 

Not what you are, I know it will excuse 

This sud(fen execution of my will 

And so conduct me, where from company, 

I may revolve and ruminate my grief [Exit 

GU). Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first ana last 
[Blxeuni Gloster and Exeter. 

SvJ\ Thus Suffolk hath prevailed : and thus he 
goes, 
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece ; 
With hope to find the like event in love. 
But prosper better than the Trojan did. 
Mar«paret shall now be queen, and rule the kiftf"; 
But I will rule both her, the king, and realm. [£cr. 



Of this play there is no copy earlier than &at of 
the folio m 1623, though the two succeeding parts 
are extant in two editions in quarto. That the 
second and third parts were published without the 
first, may be adnutted as no weak proof that the 
copies were surreptitkxisly obtained, and that thr 



(1) Judge. 
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jMrinters of that time gave the public those plays, 
not such as the author designed, but such as ihej 
could get them. That this plaj was written before 
the two others is indubitably collected from the se- 
ries of events ; &at it was written and played be- 
fore Heniy the Fifdi is apparent ; because, in the 
epilogue there is mention made of this play, and 
not of the other parts: 

* Heniy the Sixth in swaddling bends ciown*d long, 

* Whose state so many had the managing, 
'That they lost France, and made his England 

bleed: 

* Which oft our stage hath shown.' 

France is lost in this pky. The two following 
contain, as the old title unports, the cc»tention oi 
the houses of Yoric and Lancaster. 

The second and third parts of Henry VI. were 
printed in 1600. When Henry V. was written, we 
snow not, but it was printed likewise m 1600, and 
therefore before the publication of the first and 
second parts. Thefirstpart ofHeniy VI.hadbeen 
oAen shown on the sti^e, and would certainly have 
appeared in its place, had the author been the pub- 
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PART n. 



*«* * The CootentioD of the two fWrnoos bomoi 
3f York and Lancaster/ in two parts, was pob* 
Usbedio quarto, in 1600; and the nrst part was en- 
tered on the Stationers' books, (as Mr. Stcevena 
has observed,) March 12, 1593^ On J)iese two 
pla js, which I beliere to have been written bjr some 
preceding au^ior, before the jear 1590, Shakspeara 
fonned, as I conceive, this and die foUowing druna ; 
altering, retrenching, or anwlifying, as he tboo^ 
proper. At present it is onfy necessaiy to appnae 
the reader of the mathod observed in the pnntinff 
of tfiese plays. All the lines printed in w lamm 
manner are foiaid in the original quarto plays (<v 
at least with such minute variations as art not 
worth noticing :) and those, I conceive, Shakspeara 
adopted as he found them. The lines to which in- 
verted commas ai^ prefixed, were, if my hypothesis 
be well founded, retouched, and grea^ unproved 
by him ; aqd those with asttrisks were his own 
original production; the embroideiy with which 
he ornamented the coarse stuff that mid been awk- 
wardly made up for the stage Inr some of his con- 
temporaries. Ine speeches which be new-moddled, 
he improved, sometunes by ampUficatioo, and som»> 
tiroes by retrenchment 

MALONE. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

King Heniy ike Sixih .• 

Humphrey, duke of Glosier, kis uncle. 

Cardinal Beaufort, bishop of JVinchesier, grtat 

tmcle to ike king. 
Richard Plantt^enet, duke of York: 
Edward and Richard| kis sons. 
Duke qf Somerset, "j 
DuAecq/* Suffolk, i 

Duke of Buckia^ham, \qfihe king's party. 
Lord Clifford, I 

Young Cliffora, kis son. J 

Lord Scales, Governor qf ike Tower. Lord Say. 
Sir Humphrey Stafford, and his brother. SirJdtai 

Stanley. 
A Sea-captain, Master, and Master's Mate, and 

Walter Whitmore. 
Two Genilemenj prisoners with Suffolk. 
A Herald. Vaux. 
Hume and Southwell, two priests. 
Bolingbroke, a conjurer. A Spirit raised by kim. 
Thomas Homer, an armourer. Peter, kis man. 
Clerk of Chatham. Mayor of Saint Albania. 
Simpcox, an impostor. Two Murderers. 
Jack Cade, a rebel : 
George, John, Dick, Smith, ike Weaver, Michael, 

£fc. kis followers. 
Alexander Iden, a Keniisk geniUman. 

Margaret, queen to kir^ Henry. 

Eleanor, duchess qf Ghsier. 

Margery Jourdain, a witch. Wife to Simpcox. 

Lords, Ladifs, and Attendants / Petitioners, Al- 
dermen, a Beadle, Sheriff, and Officers; Citi- 
gens. Prentices, JTalconers, Guards, S<Miers,' 
Messengers, 4rc 

Scene, dispersedly in various parts of England, 
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ACT I. 

SCRyE /.—London.—^ room of state in ihg 
palace. Flourish oj" Trumpets : then Hautboys, 
Enter, on one side. King Heniy, Duke of Glo»- 
ter, Salisbniy, Warwick, and Cardinal Beaufort; 
on the other. Queen Margaret, led in by Suffolk ; 
York, Someiset, Buckingham, and others^ fU" 
lowing, 

Sujblk. 

As by your higb imperial majeatjr 

I had in charge at my depart for France, 

As procurator to your excellence. 

To many princess Margaret for your grace ; 

So, in the tamous ancient ci^, Tours, — 

In presence o( the kings of France and Sicil, 

The dukes of Orleans, Cala^r, Bretaigne, and 

Alen^on, 
Seven earls, twelve barons, twenty reverend bishops, 
I have perform*d my task, and was espous'd : 
And humbly now upon my bended knee. 
In sight of England and her lordly peers. 
Deliver up my title in the queen 
To your most gracious hands, that are the substance 
Of that great shadow I did represent; 
The happiest gift that ever marquis gave. 
The &uest queen that ever king receiv*d. 
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K. Hen. Suffolk, anse. — Welcome, queen Mar' 
^ret: 
r can express no kinder sign of love, 
Than this kind kks.— O L<»d, that kends me life, 
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness ! 
For thou hast given me, in this beauteous iace, 

* A world of eartiily blessings to my soul, 

* If sympathy of love unite our thoughts. 

' Q. Mar. Great king of England, and my gra 
cious lord ; 
' The mutual conference that my mind hath had' —• 

* By day, by night ; waking, and in my dreams ; 

* In courtly company, or at my beads,— 
« With you mine alder-Uefest? soverei^ 
< Makes me the bolder to salute my kin^ 

* With ruder terms ; such as my wit arords, 

* And over-joy of heart doth minister. 

* K. Hen. Her sight did ravish : but her grace in 

Xech, 
y-clad with wisdom's majesty, 

* Makes me, from wondering fall to weepmg joyB ; 

* Such is the fukiess of mr beart^s content — 

* Lords, with <Mie cheerful voice welcome my love. 

All. Long live queen Margaret, England's hap- 
piness! 

Q.Mar. We thank you all. {FlwriaJL 

Suff. My lord protector, so it please your grace, 
Here are the articles of contracted peace. 
Between our sovereign and the French king Charles, 
*'For eighteen monms concluded by iconsent 

Glo. [/Zeodls.] Imprimis, // is agreed between the 
French kingj Uiarlts, and JVilliam d€ la Poole, 
marquess qf Suffolk, ambassador Jbr Henry king 
of England, — that the said Henry shall espouse 
the lady Margaret, daughter unto Reignier king 
qfJVapUs, SicUia, and Jerusalem; and crown 

(1) I am the bolder to address you, havii^ 
already familiarized you to my imagination. 

(2) Beloved above all things. 
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her gueen qf England, ere ike thrikih of May 

next ensuing. Item, — That the duchy ojAnjou 

and the county of Maine, ehall be reieated and 
detioered to the ktng herjaiher—^ 

K. Hen. UQcle,liow dow ? 

Qlo, F^urdoD roe, gracious lord; 

Some soddiQ qualm hath struck me at the heart, 
And diramM mine eyes, that I can read no further. 

K. Hen. Uncle of Winchester, I pray, read on. 

Win. Item, — It is further agreed betteeen them, 
— that the duchies ef Anjou and Maine shall 6« 
released and delivered over to the king her father; 
and die sent over of the kiitg qf England* s own 
proper cost and charges, without having dowry. 

K. Hen. They pl^se us welL — ^Lord marquess, 
kneel down; 
We here create thee the first duke of Suffolk, 
And girt thee with the sword. — 
Cousin of Yoric, we here discharge your grace 
Frcxn being regent in die Darts oir France, 
Till term « e^tten months be full expir*d — 
Thanks, uncle Winchester, Gloster, York, and 

Buckingham, 
Somerset, Salisbuij, and Warwick ; 
We thank you all (ot this |^reat favour done, 
In entertainment to my pnncely queen. 
Come, let UB in ; and with all speled provide 
To see har ooronation be pei£>nn^d. 

[Elxeuni King, Queen, and Suffolk. 

Gio. Brave peers of England, piUarsof tliestate, 
' To yoQ duke Humphrey must unload his grief, 
* Your grief, the common grief of all the luid. 
' What 1 did m^ brother Heniy spend bis youth, 
' His valour, coin, and pec^le, in the wars I 
' Did he so c^en lodge m open field, 
' In winter's c»ld, aara summer's parching heat, 
' To conauer France, his true inheritance ? 
' And dia my brother Bedford toil his wits, 
' To keep by policy what Henry got ? 
' Have you yourselves, Somerset, Bucking^an^ 
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* Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 

* Recciv'd deep scars in France and Normandy? 

* Or hath mine uncle Beaufort, and myself, 
' With all the learned council of the realm, 

* Studied so long, sat in the council-house, 

* Early and late, debating to and fro 

* How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe? 

* And hath his highness in his infancy 

* Been crown'd in Paris, in despite of foes ? 

* And shall these labours, and these honcnin, die ? 

* Shall Henry's conquest, Bedford's vigilance, 

* Your deeds of war, and all our counsel, die ? 

* O peers of England, shameful is this league ! 

* Fatal this marriage, canceliine your fame : 

* Blotting your names from books of memoiy • 

* Razing the characters of your renown ; 

* Defacmg monuments of conquered France ; 

* Undoing all, as all had never been ! 

' Car. Nephew, what means this passionate dis- 
course? 

* This peroration with such circumstance?* 

* For France, 'tis ours ; and we will keep it stilL 

* Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can ; 

* But now it is impossible we should : 
Suffolk, the new-made duke that rules the roast, 

* Hath given the duchies of Anjou and Maine 

* Unto the poor kinff Reignier, whose large style 

* Agrees not with the leanness of his purse. 

* SaL Now, by the death of him that died for all, 

* These counties were the keys of Normandy: — 
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son ? 

* War. For grief, 4at they are past recoveiy : 

* For, were there hope to conquer tnem again, 

' My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no 

tears. 
« Anjou and Maine ! myself did win fliem both ; 
' Those provinces these anns of mine did conquer: 

(1) This speech crowde** with so many ctrcum- 
ttances of aggravatioQ. 
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* And are the citiet, that I got witli wounds, 

* Delirer'd op again with peaceful words f 
*MortDieu! 

* York. For Sofibtk*s duke—may he be suffocate, 

* That dims the honour of this warlike isle ! 

* France should hare torn and rent mv very heart, 

* Before I would have yielded to this leapie. 

* I never read but Engfand^s kings have bad 
'Large sums c^ gold, and dowries, with their 

wives: 

* And our kino^ Hcniy gives away his own, 

*• To match with her that brings no vantages. 

* Glo. A proper jest, and never heard before, 

* That Sufiblk snould demand a whole fifteenth, 

* For costs and charges in transporting her ! 

* 1^ diould have staid in France, and starvM in 

France, 

* Before 

* Car. My lord of Gloster, now you grow too hot; 

* It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 

* Glo. My lord of Winchester, I know y our mind; 

* 'Tis not my speeches that vou do mislike, 

* But *tis my presence that doth trouble you. 

* Rancour will out : Proud prelate, in thy face 

* I see thy fury : If I longer stay, 

* We shall b^in our ancient bickerings.' — 
Lordings, farewell ; and say, when I am gone, 

I prophesied — France will be lost ere long. [Extt. 

Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage. 
'Tis known to you, he is mme enemy : 

* Nay, more, an enemy unto you all; 

* And no great friend, I ftar me, to the king. 

* Consider, lords, he is the next of blood, 

* And heir apparent to the English crown; 

* Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 

* And all the wealthy kinpioms of the west, 

* There's reason he snould be dispIeasM at it. 
« Look to it, lords ; let not his smoothing* words 

(1) Skirmishings. . 
▼OL. V. G 
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* Bewitch jTour hearts ; be wise, and dicumspect 
' What though the commoa people faroor him, 

*■ Calling Yam^Humphrey^ tHe good duke qfGloa- 
ter; 

* Clapping their hands, and ciying with a loud voice 

* Jesu maintain your royal txoMence! 

* With— Gmijireserve the good duke HumpJurey ! 

* I fear me, lords, for all tms flattering gloss, 

* He will be fijund a dangerous protector. 

* Buck, Why should he then iMt>tect our sove- 

reign, 

* He being of age to govern of himself? — 

* Cousin of S<»iierset, join you with me, 

< And all t<»ethei^with the duke of Suffolk,— 

* WeM! quickly hoise duke Humphrey frran hU seat 

* Car. This weigh^ business will not brook de- 

« ril to the dnke of Suffolk presently. [Exit. 

*Som. Cousin of Buckii^am, though Hum- 
phrey's pride, 

* And greatness <m his place be grief to us, 

* Yet let us watch the haugh^ cardinal ; 

* His insolence is more intolerable 

' Than all the princes in the land beside ; 

* If Gloster be displaced, he*ll be protector. 

Buck. Or thou, or I, Somerset, will be protector, 
» Despite duke Humphrey, or the cardinal. 

[Exeunt Buckingham and Somerset 
Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him. 

* While these do labour for their own preferment, 

* Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 

* I never saw but Humphrey duke of Gloster 

* Did bear him like a noble gendeman. 

* Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal — 

* More like a soldier, than a man o^the church, 

* As stout, and proud, as he were lord of all, — 

* Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself 

* Unlike the ruler of a comrjon-wcal. — 

* Warwick, mv s<mi, the comfort of my age ! 

' Thy deeds, thy plainness, and thy house-keeping 
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*■ Hath won the greatest favour of the commons, 

* Excepting none but good duke Humphrey. — 

* And, brcrther York, thy acts in Ireland, 

* In bringing them to civil discipline ; 

* Thy late exploits, done in the heart of France, 

* When thou wert regent for our sovereign, 

* Have made thee iear^d, and honoured, of th« 

people : — 

* Join we together, for the public good ; 

* In what we can to bridle and suppress 

* The pride of Suffolk, and the cardinal, 

* With Somerset's and Buckingham's ambitjon ; 

* And, as we may, cherish duke Hiunphrey's de^U, 

* While they do tend the profit of the land. 

* War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the 

land, 

* And common profit of his country ! 

* York. And so says York, for he hath greatest 

cause. 
SaL Then let's make haste away, and look unto 

the main. 
War. Unto the main ! O father, Maine is lost ; 
That Maine, which by main force Warwick did win, 

* And would have kept, so long as breath did last : 
Main chance, father, you meant; but I meant Maine; 
Which I will win from France, or else be slain. 

[Exeunt Warwick and Salisbury. 
York. Anjou and Maine are given to the French; 

* Paris is lost; the state of Normandy 

* Stands on a tickle^ point, now they are gone • 

* Suffolk concluded on the articles ;' 

* The peers agreed ; and Henry was well pleas'd^ 
*To cnange two dukedoms for a duke's fail 

daughter. 

* Icannot blame them all ; What is't to them f 

* 'Tb thine they give away, and not their own. 
•Pirates may make cheap pennjrworths of theii 

pillage, 

(1) For ticklish. 
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* And purchase friends, and eive to courtezans, 

* Still revelling, like lords, till all be ^one : 

* While as the silly owner of the goods 

» Weeps over them, and wrings his hapless hands, 

* And shakes his head, and trembling stands aloof, 

* While all is sharM, and all is borne awaj ; . 

* Ready to starve, and dare not touch his own. 

* So York must sit, and fi-et, and bite his traigoe, 

* While his own lands are bargained for, and add. 

* Methinks, the realms of England, France, and 

Ireland, 

* Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood, 

* As did the fatal brand Althea bum'd, 
» Unto the prince's heart of Calydon.1 
Aniou and Maine, both given unto the French ! 
Cold news for me ; for I had hope of France, 
Even as I have of fertile England's soil. 

A day will come, when York shall claim his own ; 

And therefore I will take the Nevils' parts, 

And make a show of love to proud duke Humphrey, 

And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown. 

For that's the golden mark I seek to hit : 

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right. 

Nor hold his sceptre in his childish fist. 

Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 

Whose church-like humours fit not for a crown. 

Then, York, be still a while, till time do serve : 

Watch thou, and wake, when others be asleep, 

To piT into the secrets of the state ; 

Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love. 

With his new bride, and England's dear-bought 

queen. 
And Humphrey with the peers be fall'n at jars : 
Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose. 
With whose sweet smell the air shall be perfum'd ; 

(1) Meleager; whose life was to continue onl^ 
so Icmg as a certain firebrand should last His 
mother Althea having thrown it into the fire, lit 
expired in torment 
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And in mr standard bear die arms of York, 
To erapple wiUi the bou«e of Lancaster; 
An{ force perforce, Pll make him yield the crown. 
Whose bookish mie hath pullM fair England down. 

[Exit 
SCEJVE 11.— The same. A room in the duk» 

o/* Gk)6ter*s house. Enter Glostcr and the 

Duchess. 

Dueh. "Whj dtoapi my lord, like 07er-ripenM 
com, 
Haxmng the bead at Ceres* plenteous load ? 

* Whj doth the great doke Humphrey knit his 

brows, 

* As frowning at the favours of the wcrid ? 

* Wh^ are thine eyes fix*d to the sullen earth, 

* Gazinff on that which seems to dim thy sight? 



* Gazii^ on that which seems to dim thy { 
' What see*st thou there ? king Henry's dia 

* EnchasM with all the honours of tlie world ? 

* If so, gaze on, and grovel on thv face, 

* Until &y head be circled with the same. 

* Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold : — 
« What, is't too short ? I'll lengthen it with mine : 

* And, having both together heav'd it up, 

* We'll both together bft our heads to heaven ; 

* And never more abase our sight so low, 

* As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground. 

* Gh, O NeU, sweet Nell, if thou dost k>ve thy 

lord. 
Banish the canker of ambitious thoughts : 
' And riiay that thought, when I imagme ill 
' Against my king and nephew, virtuous Heniy, 
*'Be my last breathii^ in this mortal world I 

* My troubk)us dream this night doth make me sad. 

* Dutch. What dream, my lord? tell me, and 

I'll requite it 
' With sweet rehearsal of my morning's dream. 

* Glo. Methought, this staff, mine office-badgo 

in court, 

* Was broke in twain, by whom I have forgot, 

* But, as I think, it was by the cardinal ; 
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« And on the pieces of the broken wand 

* Were plac'd the heads of Edmond duke of 

Somerset, « /m 

< And William de la Poole first duke of Suffolk. 

* This wasnw dream ; what it doth bode, God knows. 

* Duch. Tut, this was nothing but an argument, 
That he that breaks a stick of Gloster's grove, 

« Shall lose his head for his presumption. 

* But list to me, mj Humphrey, my sweet duke : 
Methought, I sat m seat of majesty. 

In the cathedral chuivih of Westminster, 

And in that chair where kings and queens are 

crown'd; 
Where Henry, and dame Margaret, kneelM to me, 
« And on my head did set the diadem. 

* Gh. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide outright i 
» Presumptuous dame, ill-nurtur'di Eleanor ! 

Art thou not second woman in the reaUn ; 
And the protector's wife, belov'd of him ? 

* Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command, 

* Above the reach or compass of thy thought? 
And wilt thou still be hammering treacheir, 

» To tumble down thy husband, and thyself, 

* From top of honour to disgrace's feet? 
Away from me, and let me hear no more. 

^Duch. What, what, my lord! are you so 

choleric 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ? 

* Next time, I'll keep my dreams unto myself, 

* And not be check'd. 

* Gh. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas'd agam. 

Enter a Messenger. 
'Mess. My terd protector, 'Us his highness' 
pleasure, 
« You do prepare to ride unto Samt Albans, 

* Whereas? the king and queen do mean to hawk. 

Glo. I go.— Come, Nell, thou wilt ride with usf 

(1) lU-educated. (2) For where. 



Scene U. KING HENRY VL 105 

*J)tich. Tes, good mj lord, I*U ibllowpreMntly. 

J Exeunt Gloster tmd MesMoger. 
. cannot go before, 

* While Gloster bean this base and humble nund. 

* Were I a man, a duke, and next ot blood, 

* I would remove these tedious sturobling-blocitt, 

* And smooth my way upon their beadl^ necks 

* And, being a woman, 1 will not be slack 

* To play my part in fortune's paeeant 

* Where are you there ? Sir John !» nay, fear not, 

man, 

* We are alone ; here's none but thee, and L 

Enter Hume. 
Hume. Jesu preserve your royal majesty ! 
^DtLch. Whatsay'st thou, majesty! I am but 

grace. 
Hume, But, by the grace of God, and Hume's 

advice, 

* Your grace's title shall be multiplied. 

Duck, What say'st thou, man? hast thou as yet 
conferr'd 
With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch ; 
And Roger Bolinebroke, the conjurer? 
And will ther undertake to do roe ^ood ? 

* Hume. This they have promised,— to show 

your highness 
A spirit rais'd from depth of underground, 
*• That shall make answer to such questions, 

* As by your grace shall be propounded him. 

* Ihich. It is enough ; I'll thmk upon the ques- 

tions: 

* When from Saint Albans we do make return, 

* We'll see these things effected to the full. 

* Here, Hume, take this reward; make merry, man, 

* With thy confederates in this weighty cause. 

[Exit Duchess. 
*Hume. Hume must make meriy with the 

duchess* gold ; 
(1) A title frequently bestowed on the clergy. 
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* Many, and shall. But how now, sir John Hume ? 

* Seal up your lips, and give no words but^mum! 
' The business asketh silent secrecy. 

* Dame Eleanor gives gold, to bring the witch : 

* Gold cannot crane amiss, were s^ a devil. 
*■ Yet have I gold, flies from another coast : 

* I dare not say, from the rich cardinal, 

*• And from the great and new-made duke of Suffolk ; 
.* Yet I do find it so : for, to be plain, ^ 

* They, knowing dame Eleanor's aspiring humour, 
' Have hired me to undermine the auchess, 

* And buzz these conjurations in her brain. 

* They say, A crafty knave does need no broker ; 

* Yet am I Suffolk and the cardinal's broker. 

* Hume, if you take not heed, you ^all go near 

* To call them both— a pair of crafty knaves. 

* Well, so it stands : And thus, I fear, at last, 

* Hume's knavery will be the duchess* wreck ; 

* Anifher attainture will be Humphrey's fall : 

* Sort how it will,^ I shall have gold for alL \]E,xii. 

SCEJ>^E III.— The same. A room in the palace. 
Enter Peter, and others^ with petitions. 

* 1 Pet. My masters, let's stand close ; my lord 

* protector will ccme this way by and by, ana then 

* we may deliver our supplications in the quill.2 

* 2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he's a 
'good man! Jesu bless him f 

Enter Suffolk, and Queen Margaret 

* 1 Pet. Here 'a comes, methinks, and the queen 

* with him : Pll be the first, sure. 

*• 2 Pet. Come back, fool ; this is the duke of 

* Suffolk, and not my lord protector. 

*Sm^ How now, fellow.^ would'st any thing 
' with me f 

* 1 Pet. I pray, my lord, pardon me ! I took ye 
•' for my lord protector. 

(1) Let the issue be what it wilL 

(2) With great exactness and observance of foim. 
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* * Q. J\/tar. [Reading the superscription.] To my 
lord protector ! are your supplications to his lordi- 

* ^ip ? Let me see tliero : W bat is thine ? 

* 1 Pet. Mine is, an't please your grace, against 

* Jdm Goodman, my lora cardinal's man, for keep- 

* ing mv house, and lands, and wife and all, from me. 

Su^. Thy wife too? that is some wrong indeed. — 
What's yours? — "What's here! [Reads,] ji gainst 
the duke of Stiffolkf for enclosing the commons 
of Melford. — How now, sir knave ? 

2 Pet. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of 
our whole township. 

Peter. [Presenting his pe^iVion 1 Against mjr 
roaster, Thomas Homer, for saying. That the duke 
of York was rightful heir to the crown. 

*Q. Mar. What eay'st thou? Did the duke of 
' York say, he was rightful lieir to the crown ? 

* Peter. That my master was ? No, forsooth : mj 

* master said. That he was ; and that the king was 
' an usurper. 

Suj: Who is there? [Enter Servants.]— Tskeiius 
fellow in, and send for his master with a pursuivant 
presently : — we'll hear more of your matter before 
the king. [ Exeunt Servants^ with Peter. 

* Q. Jifar. And as for you, that love to be pro- 

tected 

* Under the wings of our protector's grace, 

* B^in your suits anew, and sue to him. 

r Tears the petition. 

* Away, base cullions !' — Suffolk, let them go. 

* AIL Come, let's be gone. lExeunt Petitioners. 

* Q. Mar. My lord of Suflblk, say, is this the 

guise, 

* Is this the fashion in the court of England .'' 

* Is this the government of Britain's isle, 

* And this the royalty of Albion's king ? 

* What, shall king Henry be a pupil still, 

* Under the sur y Gloster's governance ? 

(1) Scoundrels. 
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♦•Am I a queen in title and in style, 

* And must be made a subject to a duke ? 

* I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Tours 

* Thou ran'st a tilt in honour of my love, 

* And stoPst away the ladies' hearts of France ; 

* I thought king Henry had resembled thee, 

* In courage, courtship, and proportion : 

* But all his mind is bent to holiness, 

* To number Ave-Maries on his bc^ids : 

* His champions are — the prophets and apostles; 

* His weapons, holy saws* oi sacred writ ; 

* His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves 

* Are brazen images of canonizM saints. 

* I would, the college of cardinals 

* Would choose him pope, and carry him to Rome, 

* And set the triple crown upon his h«md ; 

* That were a state fit for his holiness. 

* Suff. Madam, be patient : as I was cause 

* Your highness came to England, so will I 

* In England work vour grace's fiTil CMitent 

* Q. Mar. Beside the naught protector, have we 

Beaufort, 

* The imperious churchman ; Somerset, Bucking- 

ham, 
» And grumbling York ; and not the least of these, 

* But can do more in Elngland than the king. 

* Suff. And he of these, that can do most of jUl, 
» Cannot do more in England than the Nevils : 

* Salisbury, and Warwick, are no simple peers. 

* Q. Mar. Not all these lords do vex me half so 

much, 
' As that proud dame, the lord protector's wife. 

* She sweeps it through the court with troops of 

ladies, 
More like an empress than duke Humphrey's wife ; 
Strangers in court do take her for the queen : 

* She bears a duke's revenues on her back, 

* And in her heart she scorns her poverty 

(1) Sayings. 
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* Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her ? 

* CoDtanptuous base-bom callat' as she is, 

*■ She Taunted 'inongst her minions t*other dajr, 
The veiy train of Imf worst wearinr-eown 
Was better worth than all my fatberslands, 

* Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter. 
* Suff". Madam, myself hare lim*d a bush for her ; 

* AndplacM a quire of such enticing birds, 

* That she will light to listen to the lays, 

* And never mount to trouble you again. 

» So, let her rest : And, madsjn, list to me ; 

* For I am bold to counsel you in this. 

* Although we fancy not the cardinal, 

* Yet must we join with him, and with the lords, 

* Till we have brought duke Humphrey in disgrace. 

* As for the duke of York,— this late complaint^ 

* Will make but liUle for his benefit : 

* So, one by one, weMl weed them all at last, 

* And you yourself shall steer the happy helm. 

Enter King Heniy, York, and Somerset, convers' 
ing with him ; Duke and Duchess of Glosier, 
Cardinal Beaufort, Buckingham, Salisbury, catd 
Warwick. 

K. Hen. For my part, noble lords, I care not 
which ; 
Or Somerset, or York, all's one to me. 

York. If Yoric have ill demcan'd himself in 
France, 
Then let him be denayM^ the r^entship. 

Som. If Somerset be unworthy of the place. 
Let York be regent, I will yield to him. 

War. Whetfer your grace be worthy, yea, or no, 
Dispute not that : York is the worthier. 

(1) Drab, trull. 

(2) t. e. The complaint of Peter the armourer's 
man against his master. 

(3) Denay is frequently used instead of deny 
among the old writers. 
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Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters speak. 
War, The cardinars not my better in the field. 
Buck, All in this presence are thy betters, War- 
wick. 
War. Warwick may live to be the best of all. 

* iSoZ. Peace, son; and show some reason, 

Buckingham, 

* Why Somerset should be preferred in this. 

* Q* •^or. Because the king, forsooth, will have 

it so. 

* Glo. Madam, the king is old enough himself 

* To give his censure :* these are no women's mat- 

ters. 
Q. Mar. If he be old enough, what need your 
grace 

* To be protector of his excellence ? 

* GU). Madam, I am protector of the realm ; 
« And, at his pleasure, will resign my place. 

Svff. Resign it then, and leave thine insolence. 
' Since thou wert king, (as who is king, but 
thou?) 

* The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck : 

* The dauphin hath prevailed beyond the seas ; 

* And all the peers and nobles of the reahn 
» Have been as b(»idmen to thy sovereignty. 

*Car. The commons hast thou rackM; the 
clergy's bags 

* Are lank and lean with thy extortions. 

* Som. Thy sumptuous buildings, and thy wife's 

attire, 
» Have cost a mass of public treasury. 

* Buck. Thy cruelty in execution, 

* Upon offenders, hath exceeded law, 

* And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

* ^. Mar. Thy sale of offices and towns in 

France, — 
» If they were known, as the suspect is great, — 

(1) Censure here means simply judgment or 
opinion. 
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♦ Would make thee quickly hop without thy head 

[ Exit Gloster. The Qiieen drops her fan, 

• Give me my fan : What, miniod ! can you not? 

* [Gives the Duchess a box on the ear, 

• I cry you mercy, madam ; Was it you ? 

* Duch. Was't I ? yea, I it was, proud French 

woman; 

* Could I come near your beau^ with my nails, 
I*d set my ten ccxnmandments in your face.i 

K. Hen. Sweet aunt, be quiet; *twas against 
her will. 

* Duck. Against her will ! Good king, look to*t 

in time; 

* She*ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby : 
♦Though in this place most master wear no 

breeches. 
She shall not strike dame Eleanor unreveng'd. 

\Exit Duchess. 

* Buck. Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 

• And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds : 
» She's tickled now ; her fume can need no spurs, 
« She'll gallop fast enough to her destruction. 

[Exit Buckingham. 

Re-enter Gloster. 

» Glo. Now, lords, my choler being over-blown, 

* With walkin? once about the quadrangle, 

* I come to talk of commonwealth affairs. 

• As for your spiteful false objections, 

* Ptove them, and I lie open to the law : 
» But God in mercy so deal with my soul, 

♦ As I in duty love my king and country ! 

» But, to the matter that we have in hand : — 

* I sar, my sovereign, York is meetest man 

• To be your regent in the realm of France. 

* Suff- Before we make election, give me leave 

• To show some reason, of no little force, 

* That York is most unmeet of any man. 

(1) The marks o£ her fingers and thumbs. 
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* York. rU tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet 

* First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride ; 

* Next, if I be appointed for the place, 

* My lord of Somerset will keep me here, 

* Without discharge, money, or furniture, 

* Till France be won into the dauphin^s hands. 

* Last time, I dancM attendance on his will, 

* Till Paris was besiegM, famishM, and lost. 

* War. That I can witness ; and a fouler fact 

* Did never traitor in the land commit 
Suff". Peace, headstrong Warwick ! 

War. Image of pride, why should I hold my 
peace ? 

Enter Servants qf Suffolk, bringing tn Homer 
and Peter. 

Suff. Because here is a man accusM of treason : 
Pray God, the duke of York excuse himself! 

* York. Doth any one accuse York for a traitor ^ 

* K. Hen. What meanest thou, Suffolk? tell me: 

What are these ^ 

* Svff. Please it your majesty, tiiis is the man 

* That doth accuse his master of high treason : 

* His words were these ; — fliat Richard, duke of 

York, 

* Was rightful heir unto the English crown ; 
And that your majesty was an usurper. 

* K. Hen. Say, man, were these thy words } 
Hot. An*t shall please your m^es^, I never 

said nor thought any such matter : God is my wit- 
ness, I am falsely accused by the villain. 

* Pet By these ten bones, my lords, [Holding 
' up his hands.] he did speak them to me in the 

* garret one night as we were scouring my lord of 

* york*s armour. 

* York. Base dunghill villain, and mechanical, 

* I'll have thv head for this thy traitor's speech :— 

* I do beseech your royal majestj', 

* Let him have all the rigour of the law. 

Hor, Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake 
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the W(»rds. My accuser is my prentice ; and when 
I did correct hiin for his fault me other day, he did 
vow up(Hi his knees he would be even with me : I 
have good witness of this: therefore, I beseech 
your majes^, do not cast away an honest man tor 
a villain's accusation. 
K. Hen. Uncle, what ^lall we say to this in law ? 

* Glo. This doom, my lord, if I may ludge. 

* Let ScHnerset be regent o*er the Frencn, 

* Because in Yoric this breeds suspicion : 

* And let these have a.day appointed them 
' For sins^le combat in convenient place ; 

' For he hath witness of his servant's malice : 

* This is the law, and this duke Humphrey's doom. 

K. Hen. Then be it so. My lord of Somerset, 
We make your mce lord regent o'er the French. 
Som. I numbly thank your royal majes^. 
Hot. And I accept the conbat willmgly. 
Pet. Alas, my lord, I cannot fi^ht ; * for God's 

* sake, pity my case I the spite of man prevaileth 

* against me. O, Lord have mercy upon me ! 1 

* shall never be able to fight a blow : O Lord, m^ 
•heart! 

Gh. Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be hang'd 

* K. Hen. Away with than to prison : and the daj 

* Of combat shall be the last of the next month. 

* Come, Somerset, we'll see thee sent away. [Exe. 
SCEJVE IT. —The same. The dvke of Gloster's 

Garden. Enter Margery Jourdain, Hume, 
Southwell, and Bolingbroke. 

* Hume. Come, my masters ; the duchess, I tell 
♦you, expects performance of your promises. 

* Baling. Master Hume, we are therefore pro- 

* vided : Will her lad^-ship behold and hear our 

* exorcisms ?i 

* Hume. Ay; What else.' fear you not her 

* courage. 

(1) By exorcise Shakspeare invariably means to 
raise spirits, and not to lay them. 
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*BoUng. I have heard her reported to be a 

* woman of an invincible spirit : But it shall be 

* convenient, master Hume, that you be by her aloft, 

* while we be busy below ; and so, I pray you, go 

* in God's name, and leave us. [Exit Hume.J 

* Mother Jourdain, be you prostrate, and grovel on 

* the earth : — * John Southwell, read you ; and let 

* us to our work. 

Enter Duchess, above, 

* Duch. Well said, my masters ; and welcome 

* all. To this geer ;' the sooner the better. 

* Boling. Patience, good lady; wizards know 

their times : 
Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night, 

* The time of night when Troy was set on fire ; 

* The time when screech-owls cry, and ban-dogs? 

howl, 

* And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their graves, 

* That time best fits the work we have in hand. 

' Madam, sit you, and fear not ; whom we raise, 

* We will make fast within a hallow'd verge. 

[Here ihey perform the ceremonies appertaining^ 
and make the circle ; Bolingbroke, or Southwell, 
readsy Conjuro te, 4*c. It munders and lightens 
terribly ; then the Spirii riseth. 

* Spir.Adsam. 

* M. Jourd. Asmath, 

* By the eternal God, whose name and power 

* Tiiou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask ; 

* For, till thou speak, thou shalt not pass from 

hence. 

* Spir. Ask what thou wilt : — That I had said 

and done ! 
Boliftg. First, of the king. What shaU of him 

become ? [Reading out of a paper. 

;^V. The duke yet lives, that Henry shall dfepose; 

(1) Matter or business. (2) Village-dogs. 
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But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

[As the Spirit speaks^ Southwell loriies the answer, 

Boling. What fate awaits the duke of Suflblk? 

Spir. By water shall he die, and take his end. 

Boling. What shall befaU the duke qfSotaenetf 

Spir. Let him shun castles ; 
Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains. 
Than where castles mounted stand. 

* Have dcHie, for more I hardly can endure. 

BoUng. Descend to darkness, and the bom'ng 
lake : . 

* False fiend, avdid ! 

[ Thunder and lightning. Spirit descends. 

Enter York and Buckingham, hastily^ with their 
guardSf and others. 
*• York. Lay hands upon these traitors, and their 
trash. 

* Beldame, I think, we watcVd you at an inch.-^ 

* What, madam, are you there ? the king and com- 

monweal 

* Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains; 

* My lord protector will, I doubt it not, 

* See you well guerdonM^ ibr these good deserts. 

* Duch. Not half so bad as thine to England's 

* Injurious duke ; that threat'st where is no cause. 

* Buck. True, madam, none at all. What call 

you this ? [Showing her the papers. 

* Away with them ; let them be clapp'd up close, 

* And kept asunder : — You, madam, shall with us :— 

* StafToro, take her to thee. [Ex. Dwch.from above. 

* We'll see your trinkets here all forth-ccxning; 
•All.— Away! 

[Eixeunt guards^ with South. Boling. ^c 

* York. Lord Buckingham, methinks, you 

watch'd her well : 

* A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon ! 
Now, pray my lord, let's see the devil's writ. 

(1) Rewarded. 
VOL. V. ^ '' H 
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What have we here ? [Reads, 

The duke yet lives, that Henry shall depose ; 
Bui him outlive^ and die a violent death. 

* Why, this is ^ust. 

* Aio te, .^actda, Romanos vincere posse. 
Well, to the rest: 

Tell me, what fate awaits the duke of Suffolk? 
By water shall he die, and take his end. — 
IVhat shall betide the duke of Somerset? 
Let him shun castles f 
Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains^ 
Than where castles mounted stand. 

* Come, ccnne, my lords ; 

* These oracles are hardily attained, 

* And hardly understood. 

* The king is now in progress toward Saint Albans, 

* With him, the husband of this lovely lady; 

' Thither go these news, as fast as horfae can cany 

them; 
' A soriy breakfast for my lord protector. 
' Buck. Your grace shall give me leave, my lord 

of York, 

* To be the poet, in hope of his reward. 

* York. At your pleasure, my good lord. — ^Who't 
'within there, ho! 

Enter a Servant 

* Invite my lords of Salisbury, and Warwick, 

* To sup with nie to-morrow night—Away ! [Exe. 



ACT II. 

SCEJSTE /.—Saint Albans. Enter King Hem/, 
Queen Margaret, Gloster, Cardinal, and Suf- 
folk, with Falconers hoUaifig. 

' Q. Mar. Believe me, lords, for flying at the 
brook,! 

(1) The falconer*s term for hawking at water-ibwL 
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* I saw not better «port these seven years' day : 

* Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high ; 
And, ten to <xie, old Joan had not gone out 

* K. Hen. But what a point, my lord, your fal» 

con made, 

* And what a pitch she flew above the rest ! — 

* To See how God in all his creatures works! 

* Yea, man and birds, are fain* of climbing high. 
Suff. No marvel, an it like your majesty. 

My lord protector's hawks do tower so wcU ; 
They know their master loves to be aloft, 

* And bears his thcK^hts above his falcon^s pitch. 
' Glo. My lord, 'tis but a base ignoble mind 

* That mounts no higher than a bird can soar. 

* Car. I thought as much ; he'd be above the 

clouds. 

* Gh. Ay, my lord cardinal ; How think you by 

that? 
Were it not good, your grace could fly to heavofi? 

* K. Hen. The treasury of everlasting joy ! 

* Car. Thy heaven is on earth; thine eyes and 

thoughts 

* Beat CM a crown,2 the treasure of thy heart ; 
Pernicious protector, dangerous peer. 
That smooth'st it so with king and commonweal ! 

*Gfo. What, cardinal, is your priesthood grown 
peremptoiy ? 

* Tcmicme animis cadestibus ira? 
' Churchmen so hot ? good uncle, hide such malice ; 

* With such holiness can yo« do it? 

* Stiffs No malice, sir; no more than well be- 

comes 

* So good a quarrel, and so bad a peer. 

GJo. As who, my lord ? 

SufT. "Why, as you, my lord ; 

An't like your lordly lord-protectorship. 
Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine inso 

lence. 
(1) Fond. 
(3) i. e. Thy mind is working on a crown 
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Q. Mar. And thy ambilion, Gloster. 

K. Hen. I pr'ythee, peace, 

Good queen ; and whet not on these furious peers, 
For blessed are the peace-makei's on earth. 

Car. Let me be blessed for the peace I make. 
Against this proud protector, with my sword ! 

Glo. 'Faith, holy uncle, 'would 'twere come to 
that ! [Aside to the Cardinal. 

* Car. Marry, when thou dar'st \Aside. 

* Gto. Make up no factious D;Limbers for the 

matter, 

* In thine own person answer thy abuse. [Aside. 

* Car, Ay, wnere thou dar'st not peep : an if thou 

dar'st, 

* This evening, on the east side of the grore. 

[Aside. 

* K. Hen. How now, m^ lords? 

* Car. Believe me, cousin Gloster, 

* Had not vour man put up the fowl so suddenly, 

' We had had more sport — Come with thy two- 
hand sword. [Aside to Gloster. 
Glo. True, uncle. 

Car. Areyouadvis'd? — the east side of the grove? 

Glo. Cardinal, I am with you. [Aside. 

K. Hen. Why, how now, uncle Grloster ? 

^Glo. Talking of hawking; nothing else, my 

lord.— 

Now, by God's mother, priest, I'll shave your crown 

for this, 

* Or all my fenced shall fail ^^ [Aside. 

* Car. Medice, ieipsum ; 

* Protector, see to't well, protect yourself. [Aside. 

K.Hen. The winds grow high; so do your 
stomachs, lords. 

* How irksome is this music to my heart ! 

* When such strings jar, what hope of hannony? 

* I pray, my lords, let me compound this strife. 



(1) Fence is ihe art of defence. 
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Enter an Inhabitant of Saint AUnmSf cr^ing^ 
A miracle ! 

Glo. What means this noise? 
Fellow, what miracle dost thou proclaim ? 
Jnhab. A miracle ! a miracle 1 
Suffl Come to the king, and tell him what 

miracle. 
Inhab, Forsooth, a blind man at Saint Alben*t 
shrine, 
Widiin this half hour, hath receiv*d his sight ; 
A maof that ne*er saw in his life before. 
' JC Hen, Now, God beprais'd! that to believing 
souls 
' Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair ! 

Enter the Mayor of Saint Albans,, and hit breth- 
ren ; and Simpcox, borne between two persons 
in a chair ; hts Wife, and a great multitude^ 
following, 

* Car. Here come the townsmen on procession, 
» To present your highness with the man. 

* A. Hen. Great is his comfort in this earthly 

vale, 
» Although by his sight his sin be multiplied 

* QU). Stand by, my masters, bring him near the 

king, 
* His highness* pleasure is to talk with him. 

* K. Men. Good fellow, tell us here the circum- 

stance, 
» That we for thee may glorify the Lord. 
What, hast thou been born blind, and now restored.' 
Simp. Bom blind, an*t please your g^ce. 
W{fe. Ay, indeed, was he. 
Sun'. What woman is this 1 
}V\fe, His wife, an't like your worship. 
Qlo. Had*st thou been his mother, thou could*8t 

have better told. 
K. Hen. Where wert thou bom.^ 
Simp, At Berwick in the north, an*t like jom 

grace. 
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^K.Hen. Poor soul! God^s goodness hath been 
great to thee : 

* Let never day nor ni^ht unhallowM pass, 

* But still remember wnat the Lord hath done. 

* Q. Mar. Tell rae, good fellow, cam'st thou here 

by chance, 

* Or of devotion, to this holy shrine ? 

* Simp. God knows, ci pure devotion ; being 

calPd 

* A hundred times, and oftener, in my sleep 

* By good Saint Alban ; who said, — Simpeme^ come; 

* Come, offer at my shrtTu, and t wiU help thee. 

* fVi/e. Most true, forsooth ; and many time 

and oft 

* Myself have heard a voice to call him sa 
Qtr. What, art thou lame? 

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me ! 

Siff. How cam'st thou so? 

Simp. A fall off of a tree. 

Wije. A plum-tree, master. 

Gh. ' How long hast thou been blind ? 

Simp, O, bom so, master. 

Glo. What, and would'st climb a tree ? 

Simp. But that in all my life, when I was a youth. 

« Wife. Too true ; and bought his climbing very 

dear. 
*Glo. *Mass, thou lov'dst plums well, that 

would*8t venture so. 

* Simp. Alas, good master, my wife desirM some 

damsons. 
And made me climb, with danger of my Ufe. 

* Glo. A subtle knave ! but yet it shall not 

serve. — 
Let me see thine eyes: — ^wink now; now open 

them: — 
In my opinion yet thou see'st not well. 

* Simp. Yes, master, clear as day ; I thank God, 

and Saint Alban. 
Glo. Say'st thou me so? What colour is this 
cloak of? 
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Simp. Redf master ; red as blood. 

Glo. Why, that's well said : What colour ismj 
eown of .^ 

Simp. Black, forsooth ; coal-black, as jet 

JC Hen. Why then, tboa kiiovr*tt what colour 
jet is of? 

Snff'. And vet, I think, jet did he never see 

Gh. But cloaks and gowns, before this day, a 
many. 

* TFiJe. Never before this day, in all his li/e. 

Glo. Tell roe, sirrah, what's my name ? 

Simp. Alas, master, I know not 

Glo. What's his name f 

Simp. I know not 

Glo. Nor his .J* 

Simp. No, indeed, master. 

Glo. What's thine own name ? 

Simp. Saunder Sinqxx>x, an if il please you, 
master. 

Glo. Then, Saunder, sit thou there, the Ijringest 
knave 
In Christendom. If thou hadst been bom blind. 
Thou migfat'st as well have known our names, at 

thus 
To name the several colours we do wear. 
Sight may distinguish of colours ; but suddenly 

To nominate them all, 's impossible. 

My lords. Saint Alban here nath done a miracle ; 
And would ye not think that cunning to be great. 
That could restore this cripple to his legs.^ 

Simp. O, master, that you could ! 

Glo. My masters of Saint Albans have yo*i not 
beadles in your town, and things called whips ? 

May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 

Glo. Then send for one presently. 

May. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither straight 
\Eixit an attendant. 

Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by. [A 
gtool brought out.] Now, sirrah, if you mean to 
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save yourself from whipping, leap me oyer thit 
stool, and run away. 

Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand alone. 
You go about to torture me in vain. 

Re-enter Attendant, with the Beadle. 

Glo. Well, sir, we must have you find your legs. 
Sirrah beadle, whip him till he leap over that same 
stool. 

Bead. I will, my lord. — Come on, sirrah; off 
with your doublet quickly. • 

Simp. Alas, master, what shall I do? I am not 
able to stand. 

[After the Beadle hath hit him once, he leaps 
ever the stool, and ' runs avoay ; and the 
people jToUouf, and cry, A miracle ! ' 

* K. Hen. O God,seest thou this, and bear^st so 

long.' ^ 

* Q. Mar. It made me laugh, to see the villain 
run. 

* Glo. Follow the knave ; and take this drab away. 

* Wife. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glo. Let them be whipped through eveiy mar- 
ket town, till they come to Berwick, whence they 
came. [Exeunt Mayor, Beadle, Wife, 4rc. 

* Car. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to-day. 

* Suffl True ; maae the lame to leap, and fly away. 

* Gh. But you have done more miracles than I ; 
' You made, in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly. 

Enter Buckingham. 

* K. Hen. What tidings with our cousin Buck- 

iii^ham ? 

* Buck. Suchas my heart doth tremble to unfold. 

* A sortl of naughty persons, lewdly2 bent,— 

* Under the countenance and confederacy 
« Of lady Eleanor, the protector's wife, 

* The ringleader and head of all this rout, — 

* Have practised dangerously against your state, 

(1) A compwiy. (2) Wickedly. 
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* Dealing; with witches, and with conjurora : 

* Whom we have apprehended in the fact ; 

* Raising up wickea spirits from under ground, 

* Demanding of kin^ Henry's life and death, 

* And other of your highness* privy council, 

* As more at lai^ your grace shall understand. 

* Car. And so, my lora protector, by this means 

* Your lady is forthcoming! yet at London. 

* This news, I think, hath tum'd your weaion'i 

edge; 

* *Tis like, my lord, you will not keep vour l.our. 

(Aside to Gloster. 
eave to afflict my 
heart ! 

* Sorrow and grief have vanquish'd all my powers : 

* And, vanquished as I am, I yield to thee, 

* Or to the meanest groom. 

* K. Hen. O God, what mischiefs work the 

wicked ones ; 

* Heaping confusion on their ojvn heads thereby ! 
« Q. Mar. Gloster, see here the tainture of thy 

nest; 

* And, look, thyself be faultiess, thou wert best 

* Glo. Madam, for myself, to heaven I do appeal, 

* How I have lov'd my king, and commonweal : 

* And, for my wife, I know not how it stands ; 

* Sorry I am to hear what I have heard : 

* Noble she is ; but if she have forgot • 

* Honour and virtue, and conversed with such 

* As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 

* I banish her, my bed, and company ; 

* And give her, as a prey, to law, and shame, 

* That hath dishonoured Gloster's honest name. 

* K. Hen. Well, for this night, we will repose 

us here : 
' To-morrow, toward London, back again, 
' To look into this business thoroughly. 
And call these foul offenders to ueir answers ; 

(1) ». e. Your lady is in custody. 



124 SECOND PART OF Act H. 

* And poise* the cause in justice' equal scales, 

* Whose beam stands sui-e, whose rightful cauiie 

prevails. [Flourish. Exeunt, 

SCEJ^E //.—London. The duke o/' York's gar- 
den. Enter York, Salisbury, ana Warwick. 

* York. Now, my good lords of Salisbuiy and 

Warwick, 

* Our simple supper ended, eive me leave, 

* In this aose walk, to satisfy myself, 

* In craving your opinion of my title, 

* Which is infallible, to England's crown. 

* Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full. 

War. Sweet York, begin : and if thy claim be 

The Nevils are thy subjects to command. 
York. Then thus:— 

* Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons : 

* The first, Edward the Black Prince, prince of 

Wales; • 

* The second, William of Hatfield ; and the third, 

* Lionel, duke of Clarence ; next to whom, 

* Was John of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaster : 

* The fifth, was Edmund Langley, duke of Yoric ; 

* The sixth, was Thomas of Woodstock, duke of 

Gloster; 

* William of Windsor was the sevaith, and last 

* Edward, the Black Prince, died before his father; 

* And left behind him Richard, his only s(»i, 

* Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd 

as king ; 

* Till Heniy BoRngbroke, duke of Lancaster, 

* The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 

* Crown'd by the name of Henry the Fourth, 

' Seiz'd on the realm; depw'd the rightful king; 

* Sent his poor queen to France, from whence tihe 

came, 

* And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you know, 

(1) Weigh. 
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* Harmless Richard was murder'd traitoroosly. 

* jyar. Fatlier, the duke hath told the truth; 
» Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown. 

* York. Which now they hold by force, and not 

by right; 

* For Richardf the first son's hdr, being dead, 

* The issue of the next son should have reign'd. 
*;Sa2.ButWilliamof Hatfield died withoutan heir. 

* York. TJie third son, duke of Clarence (from 

whose line 
*I claim the crown,) had issue — ^Philippe, a 
daughter, 

* Who married Edmund Mortimer, earl of March : 

* Edmund had issue — Roger, earl of March : 

* Roger had issue — Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor. 

* Sal. This Edmund, in the reign of Bolingbroke, 

* As I have read, laid claim unto the crown ; 

* And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king, 

* Who kept him in captivity, till he died. 
« But, to the rest. 

* York.' His eldest sister, Anoe, 

* Mjr mother bei^ heir unto the crown, 

* Married Richard, eari of Cambridge; who was sod 

* To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third's fifth soo. 

* By her I claim the kingdom : she was heir 

* To Roger, carl of March ; who was the son 

* Of Edmund Mortimer; who married Philippe, 
' Sde daughter unto Lionel, duke of Chirence: 

* So, if the issue of the elder son 

* Succeed before the younger, I am kmg. 

* War. What plain proceedings are more plain 

tiian this f 

* HeniT doth claim the crown fixMn John of Gaunt, 

* The fourth s<mi ; York claims it from the third. 

* Till Lionel's issue fails, his should not reign : 

* It fails not yet ; but flourishes in thee, 

* And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock. — 

* Then, father Salisbury, kneel we both together; 

* And, m this private plot,i be we the first, 

(1) Sequestered spot 
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* That shall salute our rightful sovereign 

* With honour of his birthright to the crown. 

Both. Long live our sovereign Richard, England*! 
king! 

* York. We thank you, lords. But I am not your 

king, 

* Till I be crownM ; and that my sword be stainM 

* With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster : 

* And that*s not suddenly to be performM ; 

* But with advice, and silent secrecy. 

* Do you, as I do, in these dangerous days, 

* Wink at the duke of Suffolk*s insolence, 

* At Beaufort's pride, at Somerset's ambition, 

* At Buckingham, and all the crew of them, 

« Till they have snar'd the shepherd of the flock, 

* That virtuous prince, the good duke Humphrey : 

* *Tis diat they seek ; and they, in seeking that, 

* Shall find their deaths, if York can pn^e^. 
*SaL My lord, break we <^; we know your 

mmd at full. 
« War. My heart assures me, that die earl of 
Warwick 
'Shall (Hie day make the duke o^ York a kins^. 

* York. And, Nevil, this do I assure mvsell, — 

* Richard shall live to make the earl df Warwick 

* The greatest man in England but the king. [Exe. 

SCEJ^E III.-^The same. A hall qf justice. 
Trumpets sounded. Enter King Heniy, Queen 
Margaret, Gloster, York, Suffolk, and Salisbuir ; 
the Duchess of Gloster, Margery Jourdam, 
Southwell, Hume, and Bolingbroke, under 
guard. 

* K. Hen. Stand forth, dame Eleanor Cobham, 

Gloster's wife : 
« In sight of God, and us, your guilt is great ; 
' Receive the sentence of the law, for sins 

* Such as by God's book are adjudg'd to death. — 

* You four, from hence to prison back again ; 

[To Jourd. 4'C. 
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* From thence, unto the place of execution : 

* The witch in Smithfield shall be bum*d to ashes, 

* And you three shall be strangled on the galkmrs.— 

* You, madam, for you are nwre nobly bora, 

* Despoiled of your honour in your life, 

* Shah, after three days* open penance done, 

* Live in your country here, in banishment, 

* With sir John Stanley, in the Isle of Man. 

* Duch. Welcome is banishment, welcome were 

my death. 

* Glo. Eleanor, the law, thou seest, hath judged 

thee; 

* I cannot justify wh(»n the law condonns. — 

[Exeunt the Duchess, and the other prisoners, 
guarded. 

* Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grieC 

* Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age 

* Will bring thy head with sorrow to the ground !^ 

* I beseech your majesty, give me leave to ro ; 

' Sorrow would solace, and mine age would ease.l 

* K. Hen, Stay, Humphrey dukeof Gbster: ere 

thou go, 

* Give up thy staff; Heniy will fo himself 
' Protector be : and God shall be my hope, 

* My stay, my guide, and lantern to my feet ; 

* And go in peace, Humphrey ; no less belov'd, 
' Than when thou wert protector to thy king. 

* Q. Mar. I see no reason, why a king of years 

* Should be to be protected like a child. — 

* God and king Henry govern England's helm : 

* Give up your staff, sir, and the king his reahn. 

* Gio. my staff?— here, noble Heniy, is my staff: 

* As willingly do I the same resign, 

* As ere thy &ther Henry made it mine ; 
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it, 
As others would ambitiously receive it 

* Farewell, good king : When I am dead and gone. 



(1) 



i. e. Sorrow requii«s solace, and age requires 
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May honourable peace attend thy throne ! {Exit, 

* Q. Mar. Why, now is Henry king, and Mar- 

garet queen ; 

* And Humphrey, duke of Gloster, scarce himself, 

* That bears so shrewd a maim ; two pulls atonce, — 

* His lady banishM, and a limb lopp'd off; 

* This staff of honour rau^ht :»— There let it stand, 

* Where it best fits to be, in Henry's hand. 

« Sujf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs 
his sprays ; 
« Thus Eleanor's pride dies in her youngest daya. 

* York. Lords, let him go. — ^Please it your ma- 

* This is the day appointed for the combat ; 

* And ready are the appellant and defendant, 

* The armourer and his man, to enter the lists, 

* So please your highness to behold the fight 

* Q. Mar. Ajt good my lord; for purposely 

therefore 

* Led I the court, to see this quarrel tried. 

* K. Hen, G* God's name, see the lists and all 

things fit ; 

* Here let them end it, and God defend the right ! 

* York. I never saw a fellow worse bested,^ 

* Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant, 
« The servant of this armourer, my lorck 
Enter on one aufe. Homer, and his Neighbours, 

drinking to him so much that he is drunk ; and 
he enters bearing his staff' with a sand-bagjas' 
iened to it; a Mnim before him; at the other 
side, Peter, with a drum and a similar staff; 
accompanied by Prentices drinking to him. 

1 J^eigh. Here, neighbour Homer, I drink to 
you in a cup of sack ; And fear not, neighbour, 
you shall do wdll enough. 

2 JSTeigh. And here, neighbour, here*8 a cup of 
chameco.' 

ri)Reached. (2) In a worse plight 

(3) A sort of sweet wine. 
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3 J^eigh. And here^s a pot of good double beer, 
neighbour : drink, and fear not your man. 

Hor. Let it cmne, i^faitb, and 1*U pledge you all : 
And a fig for Peter ! 

1 Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to thee ; and be 
not afraid. 

2 Pren, Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy 
master ; ^bt for credit of the prentices. 

Peter . I thank you all: * drink, and pray forme, 

* I pray you; for, I think, I have taken mj last 

* draught in this world.* — Here, Robin, an if I die, 
I give thee my apron ; and. Will, thou shalt have 
my hammer :— and here, Tom, take all the money 
that I have. — O Lord, bless me, I pray God ! for I 
am never able to deal with my master, be bath 
leamt so much fence already. 

Std. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. 
— Sirrah, what's thy name ? 

Peter. Peter, forsooth. 

Sal. Peter! whatnoore? 

Peter. Thump. 

Sal. Thump ! then see thou thump thy master well. 

Hor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were, 
upon my man's instigation, to prove him a knave, 
and myself ui honest man : * and touching die 
*duke of York, — ^will take my death, I never 
meant him any ill, nw the king, nor dus queen : 

* And, therefore, Peter, have at thee with a down 
right blow, as Bevis of Southampton fell upon 
Ascapart 

* Xork. Despatch : — this knave's tongue begins 

to double. 

* Sound trumpets, alarum to the combatants. 

[Jllarum. They Jight^ and Peter strikes 
down his master. 
Hor. Hold, Peter, hold! I confess, I confess 
treascuL [Dies. 

* York. Take away his weapon : Fellow, 

* &ank God, and the good wine iu thy master's 
way. 
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* Pder. O God ! have I overcome mine enemies 

* in this presence? O Peter, thou hast prevailed in 
«rieht! 

K. Hen. Go, take hence that traitor from ou r sight ; 
For, b^ his death, we do perceive his guilt :1 
And God, injustice, hath revealM to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow, 
■^^Hiich he had thought to have murder'd wrong- 
fully.— 
Come, fellow, follow us for thj reward. [Exeunt 

SCEJSTE ir.—The same. A strut. Enter 
Gloster and Servants, in mourning cloaks. 

* Glo. Thus, sometimes, hath the brightest day 

a cloud ; 

* And, after summer, evermore succeeds 

* Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold : 

* So cares and ioys abound, as seasons fleet^ 
Sirs, what^s o'clock ? 

Serv. Ten, my lord. 

* Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed mc, 
' To watch tha coming of my punish'd duchess : 

* Uneath^ may she endure the flinty streets, 

* To tread them with her tender-feeling feet 
Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook 
The abject people, gaiing on thy face,. 

With envious^ looks, still laughing at Ay shame ; 
That erst did follow thy proud chariot-wheels, 
When thou didst ride in triumph through the streets. 

* But, soft ! I think, she comes ; and I'll prepare 

* My tear-stain'd eyes to see her miseries. 
Enter the Duchess qf Gloster, in a white sheets 

with papers pinned vpon her back, her feet 
bare, and a taper burning in her hand; Sir 
John Stanley, a Sherijffy and Officers. 
Serv. So please your grace, we'll take her from 
the sheriff. 

(1) The death of the vanquished person was 
always r^arded as certain eviden(*e of his guilt. 

(2) Change. (3) Not easily. (4) M^cious. 
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* Glo. No, sdr not, for your lives; letberpaabjr. 
Duck. Come you, ray lord, to see my opea 
shame? 
Now thou dost penance toa Look, how they gaze! 

* See, how the giddy multitude do ]>oint, 

* And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on theo ! 

* Ah, Gioeter, hide thee £rom their liateful looks ; 

* And, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame. 
And ban^ thine enemies, both mine and thine. 

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell ; forget this grief. 

Duch. Ah, Gloster, teach me to forget myself: 
For, whilst I think I am thy married wife. 
And thou a prince, protector of this laud, 

* Methinks, I should not thus be led along, 
MaiFd up in shame,^ with papers on m^ cnck ; 

* And followed with a rabble, that rejoice 

* To see my tears, and hear my deep-fet* groans. 
The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet; 
And, when I starL the envious people laugh, 
And bid me be advised how I tread. 

* Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke? 

* Trow'st uiou, that e*er I'll look upon the world; 

* Or count them happy, that enjoy the sun ? 

* No; dark shall be my light, and night my day; 
» To think upon my pomp, shall be my hell. 
Sometime Plf say, I am duke Humphrey's wife ; 
And he a prince, and ruler of the land : 

Yet so he ruPd, and such a pnnce he was. 
As he stood by, whilst I, his forlorn duchess, 

* Was made a wonder, and a pointing-etock. 
To every idle rascal follower. 

But be thou mild, and blu^ not at my shame ; 
Nor stir at nothing, till the axe of death 
Hang over thee, as, sure, it shortly wilL 
Fcnr Sufiblk,— he that can do all in all 

(1) Curse. 

(2) Wrapped up in disgrace; alluding to the 
•beet of penance. 

(3) Deep-fetched. 

VOL. V. I ^ 
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< With her, that hateth thee, and hates us all, — 
And York, and impious Beaufort, that false priest. 
Have all limM bushes to betray thj wings, 
And, flv thou how thou canst, they'll tangle thee : 

* But fear not thou, until thy foot be snar'd, 

* Nor never seek prevention of thy foes. 

* Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimest all awry; 

* I must offend, before 1 be attainted : 

* And had I twenty times so many foes, 

* And each of them had twenty times their power, 

* All these could not procure me any scathe,! 

* So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeless. 

* Would'st have me rescue thee from this reproach: 

* Why, yet thy scandal were not wip'd away, 

* But I in danger for the breach of law. 

* Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell : 

* I pray thee, sort thy heart to patience ; 

* These few days* wonder will be quickly worn. 

Enter a Herald. 
TTer. I summon your grace to his majesty^s par- 
liament, holden at Bury the first of this next month. 
Glo. And my consent ne'er ask'd hereinbefore ! 
This is close d^ing. — ^Well, I will be there. 

[Exit Herald. 
My Nell, I take my leave : — and, master sheriff. 
Let not her penance exceed the kind's commission. 
*Sher. An*t please your grace, here my com- 
mission stays : 
' And sir John Stanley is appointed now 

* To take her with him to tne Isle of Man. 

* Glo. Must you, sir John, protect my lady here f 

* Stati. So am I given in chaige, may't please 

your grace. 
Glo. Eintreat her not the worse, in that I pray 
You use her well : the world may laugh again ;3 

n) Harm, mischief. 

(2) i. e. The world may look again favonrabhf 
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And I may live to do you kindness, if 
You do it her. And so, sir John, farewell. 
Duck. What gone, my lord; and bid roe not 

farewell.^ 
' Glo. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to speak. 
[Exeunt Gloster and Servants. 
^Duch. Art fliou gone too? *AllaMnibrtgowith 
thee! 

* For none abides with me : my joy is — death ; 

* Death, at whose name I oh have been afeard, 

* Because I wish*d this world's eternity. — 

* Stanley, I pr'ythee, go, and take me hence ; 

* I care not whither, for I beg no favour. 
Only convey me where thou art commanded. 

* Stan. Why, madam, that is to the Isle of Man ; 

* There to be used according to your state. 

* Duch. That's bad enough, for I am but re- 

proach: 

* And shall I then be us'd reproachfully ? 

* iSton. Like to a duchess and duke Humphrey's 

lady, 

* Accordin^to that state you shall be used. 

* Duch. Sheriff, farewell, and better than I fare : 

* Although thou hast been conduct' of my shame ! 

^Sker. It is my office; and, madam, pardon me. 
^JDuch. Ay, ay, farewell; thy office is dis- 
chai^d. — 

* Come, Stanley, shall we go.' 

' Stan. Madiam, your penance done, ihiow off 
this sheet, 
» And go we to attire you for our journey. 
• • Duch. My shame will not be shifted with my 
sheet: 

* No, it will hang upon my richest robes, 

* And show itself, attire me how I can. 

* Go, lead the way ; I long to see my prison. 

[Ekcetmi. 

(1) For conductor. 
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ACT III. 

SCEJ^E l.—The Abbey at Bury. Enter to ih§ 
Parliament^ King llenry, Queen Margaret* 
Cardinal Beaufor^ Sufiblk, York, Buckin^m, 
and others, 

* K. Hen. I muse^i my lord of Gioster is not 



* *Tis not his wont to be the hindmost man. 
Whatever occasion keeps him from us now. 

* Q. Mar. Can you not see ? or will you not 
observe 

* The strangeness of his alterM countenance ? 
' With what a majesty he bears himself; 

' How insolent of late he is become, 

* How proud, peremptory, and unlike himself? 

' We know the time, since he was mild and affable ; 

* And, if we did but glance a far-off lode, 
' Immediately he was upon his knee, 

* That all the court admired him for submission : 

* But meet him now^ and, be it in the mom, 

* When every one will give the time of day, 

* He knits his brow, and shows an anOT eye, 

* And passeth by with stiff unbowed knee^ 

* Disdaining duty that to us belcmgs. 

' Small curs are not regarded, when th^ grin : 
' But great men tremble, when the lion roars; 

* And Humphrey is no little man in England. 

* First, note, that he is near you in descent; 

' And should you fall, he is the next will mount 

* Me seemeth then, it is no policy, — 

' Respecting what a rancorous mind he bears, 

* Ana his tdvantage following your decease,— 

' That he should come about your royal peraoBi, 
' Or be adtiitted to your highness* council 

* By flatter) hadi he won tli^ commons* hearts; 

* Ajid when a« please to make commotion, 

(1) Wonder. 
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« 'Tis to be fear'd, Aej all will follofr him. 

* Now 'tis the sprii^, and weeds are shallow-rooied; 
' Suffer them now, and they*U o*ei|^row the garden, 
' And choke the herbs fen- want or husbancuj. 

* The reverent care, 1 bear unto mpr lord, 

* Made me collect' these dangers in the duke. 

* If it be fond,^ call it a w<Mnan*8 fear ; 

* Which fear if better reasons can supplant, 

* I will subscribe -and say — I wrong'a the duke. 

* My lordof Suffolk,— Buckingham,— and York,— 

* Reprove my allegation, if you can ; 

* Or else conclude my words eflectnal. 

* Su^. Well hath your highness seen into tbii 

duke; 
' And, had I first been pot to speak my mind, 
I think, I should have told your grace's tale. 

* The duchess, by his subornation, 

* Upwi my life, began her devili^ prat tices : 

* Or if he were not privy to those faults, 

* Yet, by reputing of his high descent^ 

* (As next the king, he was successive heir,) 

* And such high vaunts of his nobility, 

* Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick duchess, 

* By wicked means to frame our sovereign's fell 
Smooth runs the water, where the brook is deep ; 

* And in his simple show he harbours treason. 
The fox barks not, when he would steal the lamb. 
No, no, my sovereign ; Gloster is a man 
Unsounded ^et, and full of deep deceit 

* Car. Did he not, contraiy to form of law, 

* Devise strange deaths for small dSences done ? 

York. And did he not, in his protectorshir), 
» Levy great sums of money through the realm, 

* For soldiers* pay in France, and never sent it ; 

* By means whereof, the towns each day revolted ? 

* Buck. Tut ! these are petty faults to faults 

unknown, 

(1) t. e. Assemble by observation. (2) Foolish. 
(3) i. e. Yalumg himself on his high descent 
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* Which time will bring to light ia smooth dulra 

Humohrey. 

* K. Hen, my lords, at ooce : The care you 

have of us, 

* To mow down thorns that would annojour foot, 

* Is worthy praise : But shall I speak my conscience ^ 

* Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent 

* From meaning treason to our royal perscxi, 

* As is the suckuig lamb, or harmless dove : 

* The duke is virtuous, mild; and too well given, 

* To dream on evil, or to woik my downfalL 

* Q. Mar. Ah, what*8 more dangerous than thif 

fond affiance ? 

* Seems he a dove ? his feafliers are but borrowed, 

* For he*8 disposed as the hateful raven. 

* Is he a lamb ? his skin if surely lent him, 

* For he*8 inclined as are the ravenous wolves. 

* Who cannot steal a shape, that means deceit ^ 

* Take heed, my lord ; m& welfare of us all 

* Hangs on the cutting short that fraudfiil man. 

Enter Somerset 

* Som, All health unto my gracious sovereign ! 
K. Hen. Welcome, lord Sixnerset What news 

from France ? 

* Som. That all your interest in those territories 

* Is utterly bereft you; all is lost 

K. Hen. Cold news, lord Somerset: But God's 

will be done ! 
York, Cold news for me ; for I had hopes of 
France, 
As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 

* Thus are my blosscHns blasted m the bud, 

* And caterpillars eat my leaves away : 

* But I will remedy this gear* ere long, 

* Or sell my title for a glorious grave. [Aside. 

Enter Gloster. • 

* Glo, All happiness unto my lord the king ! 

(1) Gear was a general word for things or matters. 
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FardoD, my li^?^ ^&^ I haxe »taid so ka^. 
Sit^. Nay, Uloster, know, that thoa art coom 
too soon, 

* Unless thou wert more loyal tiian Uioa art : 
I do arrest thee of high treason here. 

Glo. Well, Suffolk, yet thou shalt not see me 
blush. 
Nor change my countenance fme this arrest; 

* A heart unspotted is not eanly daunted. 

* The purest spring is not so free from mod, 

* As I am clear frun treason to my aovwmga : 
Who can accuse mef wherein am I guilty F 

York. 'Tis thought, my lord, that you took bribef 
of France,- 
And, being protector, staged the soldiers* pay; 
By means whereof, his fiigbness hath lost France. - 
CRo. Is it but thought so? What are they that 
think it? 

* I never robb*d the soldiers of their pay, 

* Nor never had one penny bribe from France. 

* So help me God, as 1 have watch'd the night, — 

* Ay, night by night, — in studyii^good forEi^land 

* That doit that e^er I wrest^ wm the king, 

* Or any groat I hoarded to my use, 

* Be broi^t against me at my trial day ! 

* No ! many a pound of mine own pn^r store, 
' Because I would not tax the needy conunoos, 

* Have I dispursed to the garrisons, 

* And never ask*d for restitution. 

* Cktr. It serves you well, my lord, to saysomuch. 

*Glo. I say no more thain truth, so help me God! 

York. In your protectordiip, you did devise 
Strange tortures tor (^fenders, never heard of, 
That England was defam'd by tjrranny. 

Gh. Why, *tis well known, that whiles I was 
protector, 
Pi^ was all the fault that was in me ; 

* For I should melt at an offender's tears, 

* And lowly words were ransom for their fault 

* Unless it were a bloody murderer. 
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* Or foul febnious tfuef that fleec*d poor pasdengers, 
*' I never gave tbem condign punishment : 

* Murder, indeed, that bloody an, I tortur'd 
' Above die felon, or what trespass else. 

* Sttjff'. My lord, these &nlts are easy,* quickly 

answered: « 

' But mistier crimes are laid unto your charge, 
' Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself. 

* I do arrest you in his highness* name ; 

* And here commit you to my lord cardinal 

* To keep, until your further time of trial. 

* K.Hen. Mvlord c^Gloster, 'tis my special hope, 

* That you win clear yourself from all suspects; 
My c(Mi9cience tells me, you are innocent 

Glo. Ah, gracious lord, ^(lesedays are dangerous ! 

* Virtue is cliok*d with foul ambition, 

* And charity chas'd hence by ra«cour*s huid; 

* Foul subornation is predominant, 

* And equity exfl*d your highness* land. 

* I know, their complot is to have my life ; 

' And, if my d^tth mi^ht make diis island happy, 

* And prove the period of their tyranny, 

* I would expend it with all willingness : 

* But mine is made the prologue to their play; 

* For thousands more, mat yet suspect no peril, 

* Will not conclude their plotted tragedv. 
*Beanfbrt*s red sparkling eyes blab his heart's 

malice, 

* And Suffolk's cloudy brow his stormy hate ; 

*■ Sh»rp Buckingham unburdens with his tongue 
*■ The envious load that lies upon his heart; 

* And dogged York, that reaches at the moon, 

* Whose overweening arm I have pluck'd back, 

* By false accuse^ dom level at my life : 

* And you, my sovereini lady, with the rest, 

* Causeless have laid cu^races on my head ; 

* And, with your best endeavour, have stirred up 

* My liefest* liege to be mine enemy t-^ 

(1) For easily. (2) For accusation. (3) Dearest 
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* Ay, all of you have laid yoar heads together, 
» Myself had notice of your conventicles. 

* I shall not want false witness to condemn me, 

* Nor store of treasons tu augment my guilt : 

* The ancient proverb will be well e^ted, — 
A staff is quickly found to beat a dog. 

* Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable : 

* If those that care to keep your royal person 

* From treason^s secret knife, and traitor*8 rage, 

* Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 

» And the onender granted scope of speech, 

* *Twill make them cool in zeal unto your grace. 
Svjff'. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady here, 

* With ignominious words, though clerkly couched, 

* As if she had suborned some to swear 

* False allegations too*ei^row his state? 

* Q. Mar. But I can give the loser leave to chide. 
Gh. Far truer spc^e, than meant : I lose in- 
deed; — 

* Beshrew the winners, for theyplay'd me false ! 

* And well such losers may have leave to speak. 
Bvck. He'll wrest the sense, and bold us here 

all day :— 

* Lord cardinal, he i« Yoor prisoner. 

* Cbr. Su9, take av^y the duke, and guard him 

sure. 
Gh. Ah, thuskmg Heniy throws away his crutch, 
Before his l^s be firm to bear his body : 

* Thus is the shepherd beaten fWrni thy side, 

* And wolves are gnarling who shall gnaw thee first 

* Ah, that my fear were false ! ah, Aat it were! 

* For, good kinp Henry, thy decay I fear. 

[Exeunt Attendants , with Gloster. 
K. Hen. My lords, what to your wisdoms seem- 
ethbest. 
Do, or undo, as if oorself were here. 

Q. Mar. What, will your highness leave the par- 
liament ? 
K. Hen. Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown'd with 
grief, 
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* Whose flood begins to flow within mine ejes ; 

* My body round en^rt with misery ; 

* For what's more miserable than cuscontent?— > 

* Ah, uncle Humphrey .' \n thy face I see 

* The map of honour, truth, and loyalty ; 

* And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come, 
» That e*er I provM thee false, or fear'd thy faith. 

* What lowering star now envies thy estate, 

* That these great lords, and Margaret our queen, 

* Do seek subversion of thy harmless life ? 

* Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man wrong ; 

* And as the butcher takes away the calf, 

» And binds the wretch, and beats it when it strays, 

* Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house ; 

* Even so, remorseless, have they borne him hence. 

* And as the dam runs lowing up and down, 

* Looking the way her harmless young one went, 

* And can do nought but wail her darling's loss ; 

* Even so myself bewails good Gloeter's case, 

* With sad unhelpful tears; and with dimmM eyes 

* Look after him, and cannot do him good ; 

* So mighty are his vowed enemies. 

* His fortunes I will weep; and, *twixt each groan, 

* Say — Who's a traitor , Gloster he is none. [Exit, 

* Q. Mar. Free lords, tiMd snow melts with the 
8un*s hot beams. 

* HeniT my lord is cold in great affairs, 

* Too full of foolish pity; and Gloster*s show 

* Beguiles him, as the mournful crocodile 

* With sorrow snares relenting passengers ; 

* Or as the snake, rolled in a flowering bank,l 

* With shining checkered slough,^ doth sting a child, 
» That, for the beauty, thinks it excellent. 

* Believe me, lords, were none more wise than I 

* (And vet, herein, I iudge mine own wit good,) 

* This Grloster should be quickly rid the world, 

* To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

(1) t. e. In the flowers growing on a bank. 

(2) Skin. 
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» Cor. That he should die, U worthy poUcy; 

* But yet we want a colour for his death : 

* 'Tis meet, he be condenm'd by course of law. 

* Sujf. But, in my mind, that were no policy : 

* The king will labour still to save his life, 

* The commons haply^ rise to save his lifs; 

* And yet we have but trivial aigiiroent, 

* More than mistrust, that shows him worthy death. 

* York. So that, by this, you would not have 

him die. 

* Suffi. Ah#York, no roan alive so fain as L 

* York. 'Tis York that hath more reason ior hit 

death.— 

* But, my lord cardinal, and yon, my lord of SuA 

folk, — 

* Say as you think, and speak it from your souls,— 

* WereH not all one, an empty eagle were set 

* To euard the chicken from a hui^ry kite, 

* As place duke Humphrey for the kine*s protector.' 
Q. Mar. So the poor chicken should be sure of 

death. 

* Sujff'. Madam, 'tis true : And were*t not mad* 

ness then, 

* To make the iox surveyor of the fold f 

* Who being accusM a craAy murderer, 

* His guilt £ould be but idly posted over, 

* Because his purpose is not executed. 

* No; let him die, in that he is a fox, 

* By nature provM an enemy to the flock, 

' before his chaps be stainM with crimson blood ; 

* As Humphrey, prov'd by reasons, to my liege. 
' And do not stand on quillets, how to slay him : 

* Be it by gins, hj snares, by subtilty, 

* Sleeping or waking, 'tis no matter bow, 

* So be M dead; for that is good deceit, 

* Which matesS him first, that first intends deceit 

» Q. Mar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, 'tis resolutely 
spoke. 

(1) Perhaps. (2) Confounds. 
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» Svff. Not resolute, except so much were done ; 

* For things are often spoke, and seldom meant : 

* But, that my heart accordeth with my tongue,— 

* Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

* And to preserve my sovereien from his foe, — 

* Say but the word, and I wiU be his priest 

* Car. But i would have him dead, my lord of 

Suffolk, 

* Ere you can take due orders for a priest : 

* Say, you consent, and censure well the deed, 

* And IMl provide his executionerf 

* I tender so the safety of my lieffe. 

* Sfuff. Here is my hand,thedeed is worthy doing. 

* Q. Mar. And so say I. 

* York. And I : and now we three have spoke it, 

* It skills not greatly^ who impugns our doc»n. 

Enter a Messenger. 

^Mess. Great lords, from Ireland am I come 

amain. 
To signify — that rebels there are up. 
And put the Englishmen unto the sword : 
^ Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime, 

* Before the wound do grow incurable ; 

* For, being green, there is great hope of help. 

* Car. A breach, that craves a quick expedient? 

stop! 
What counsel give you in this weighty cause ? 

* York. That Somerset be sent as r^ent thither: 
'Tis meet, that lucky ruler be emplo^'d; 
"Witness the fortune he hath had in F ranee. 

* Som. If York, with all his far-fel» policy, 
Had been the regent there instead of me. 

He never would have staid in France so long. 

* York. No, not to lose it all, as thou hast done: 
I rather would have lost my life betimes, 

* Than bring a burden of dishonour home, 

(1) It is of no importance. (2) Expeditiooi. 
(3) Far-fetched. 
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* By staying there so long, till all were lost 

* Show me one scar character'd on thy skin : 

* Men's flesh preserv'd so whole, do seldom win. 

* Q, Mar. Nav then, this spark will prove a 

raging fire, 

* If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with :-^ 

* No more, good York ; — sweet Somerset, be still ;— 

* Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there, 

* Might happily have proved far worse man his. 

York. What, worse than naught ? nay, then • 

shame take all ! 
' Som. And, in the number, thee, that wishest 

shanie! 

* Car. My lord of York, try what jrour fortune is. 

* The uncivil kernes of Ireland are in arms, 

* And temper clay with blood of Englishmen : 

* To Ireland will you lead a baud of men, 

* Collected choicely, from each county some, 

* And try your hap against the Irishmen ? 

* York. I will, my lord, so please his majesty. 

* Suj^'. Why, our authority is h^s consent ; 

* And, what Hie do establish, he confirms : 

* Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand. 

* York. I am content : Provide me soldiers, lords, 

* "Whiles I take order for mine own affairs. 

* Suj^. A charge, lord Yoric, that I will see per- 

form*d. 

* But now return we to the false duke Humphrey. 

* Car. No more of him ; for I will deal witn him, 

* That, henceforth, he shall trouble us no more. 

* And so break off; the day is almost spent : 

* Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of tnat event 

* York. My lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days, 

* At Bristol 1 expect my soldiers ; 

* For there Pll snip them all for Ireland. 

Su^ 1*11 see it truly done, my lord of York. 

[Exeunt all but York. 

* York. Now, Yoric, or never, steel thy feanul 

thoughts, 
' And change misdoubt to resolution : 
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* Be that thou hop*st to be ; or what thou art 
» Resign to death, it is not worth the enjoying : 

* Let pale-fac'd ieSr keep with the mean-bom man, 

* And find no harbour in a royal heart 

* Faster than spring-time showers, comes thought 

on thought ; 

* And not a thought, but thinks on dignity. 

» Mv brain, more busy than the labouring spider, 

* Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies. 
» Well, nobles, well, 'tis politicly done, 

* To send me packing with a host of men . 

* I fear me, you but warm the starved snake, 

* Who, chensh*d in your breasts, will sting yoitf 

hearts. 
*Twas men I lacked, and you will give them me : 

* I take it kindly ; yet, be well assurM 

* You put sharp weapons in a madman's hands. 

* Whiles 1 in Irelana nourish a miffh^ band, 

* I will stir up in England some black storm, 

* Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven, or hell: 

* And tliis fell tempest shall not cease to rage 

* Until the golden circuit on my hefld, 

* Like to the glorious sun's transparent beams, 

* Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw.^ 

* And, for a minister of my intent, 

* I have seduc'd a headstrong Kentishman, 

* John Cade of Ashford, 

* To make commotion, as full well he can, 

* Under the title of John Mortimer. 

* In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade 

* Oppose himself against a troop of kernes ;3 

* And fought so long, till that his thighs witii darts 

* Were ahnost like a sharp-quill'd porcupine : 

* And, in the end being rescu'd, I have seen him 

* Caper upright like a wild Mdrisco,' 

* Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells. 

(1) A violent gust of wind. 

(2) Irish foot-soldiers, light-armed. 

(3) A MocMT in a morris dance. 
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* Full often, like a sha^-hairM crafty keme, 

* Hath be conversed with the enemy ; 

* And undiscover'd come to me affain, 

* And ^ven me notice of their riUanies. 

* This devil here shall be ray substitute ; 

* For that John Mortimer, which now is dead, 

* In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resemble : 

* By this i shall perceive the commons* mind, 

' How they afiect the house and claim of Yorir. 

* Say, he be taken, rackM, and tortur'd : 

* I know, no pain, they can inflict upon him, 

* Will make him say — I mov*d hun to those arms. 

* Say, that he thrive (as 'tis great like he will,) 

' Whv, then fiom Ireland come I with mv stcei^th, 
' And reap the harvest which that rascal sowM : 
' For, Humphrey being dead, as he shall be, 
' And Heniy put apart, the next for me. [Exit. 

SCEJ^E //.—Bury. A romn in the palace. En- 
ter certain Murderers, hastily. 

1 Mur. Run to my lord of Suffolk ; let him know, 

* We have despatchM the duke, as he conunanded. 
♦2 Jtfur. O, that it were io do! — What have 

we done! 

* Didst ever hear a man so penitent f 

Enter Sufiblk. 

' 1 Mur. Here comes my lord. 

* Svjff''. Now, sirs, have yt**. 
« DespatchM this thing? 

* 1 Mur. Ay, my pood lord, he's dead. 
^Sujff: Why, that's well said. Go, get you to 

my house ; 

* I will reward you for this venturous deed. 

* The king and all the peers are here at hand :— _ 
' Have you laid fair the bed ? are all things well, 

' According as 1 gave directions f 

* 1 Mur. Tis, my good lord. 

* Sujf. Away, be gone ! [Exeunt Murderers. 
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Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, Cardinal 
Beaufort, Somerset, Lordsy and others. 

* K. Hen. Go, call our uncle to our presence 

straight : 

* Say, we intend to try his grace to-day, 

* If he be guilty, as 'tis published. 

^SuJT. I'll call him presently, my noble lord. 

[Exit. 
*K. Hen. Lords, take your places; — ^And, I 
pray you all, 
' Proceed no straiter 'gainst our uncle Gloster, 

* Than from trtie evidence, of good esteem, 

* fie be appror'd in practice cmpable. 

* Q. Mar. God forbid any mauce should prevail, 

* That faultless may condenm a nobleman! 

* Pray God^ he may acquit him of suspidixi ! 
^JC Hen. I thank thee,MaxgaTet; these words 

oxitent me muclL — 

Re-enter Suffolk. 
How now ? why look'st thou pale ? why tremblest 

thou ? 
Where is our uncle ? what is the matter, Suffolk ? 
Siij^. Dead in his bed, mv lord ; Gloster is dead. 

* Q. Mar. Marry, God forefend ! 

*Car. God's secret judgment: — I did dream 
to-night, 

* The duke was dumb, and could not speak a word. 

[The King swoons. 

* Q. Mar. How fares my lord r — Help, fords I the 

king is dead. 

* Sow. Rear up his bodv ; wring him bv the nose. 
« Q. Mar. Run, go, help, help 1— O, lienry, ope 

thine eyes! 
^Suffl He doth revive again ;— Madam, be 

patient 
» K. Hen. O heavenly God ! 

* Q. Mar. How fares my gracious lord > 
Svjf. Comfort, my sovereign ! gracious Henry 

comfort! 
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ILHen. What, doth mjr lord of Suflblk comfcrt 
roe? 
Came he i^ght naw^ to sine a raren*s note, 

* Whose dismal tune berdt my vital powers ; 
And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren, 

* By ciying comfort from a hollow breast, 

* Can chase away the first-conceived sound ? 

* Hide not thy poison with such sugar'd words. 

* Lay not thy hands on me ; ibrbear, I say ; 

* Their touch afir^hts me, as a serpent's sting. 
Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight I 

* Upon thy eye-balls murderous tyrannr 

* Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world. 

* Look not upon me, ibr thine eyes are wounding :— 

* Yet do not go away ;— Come, basilisk, 

* And kill the innocent gaser with thy sight : 

* For in the shade of death I shall find loy ; 

* In life, but double death, now Gloster^s dead. 

Q. Mar. Why do you rate my lord of Suffolk thus f 

* Although the duke was enemy to him, 

* Yet he, most Christian-like, laments his death : 

* And ibr m^If, — foe as he was to me, 

* Miffht Uquid tears, or heart-offending groans, 

* Or olood-ccxisumin^ sighs, recall his life, 

* I would be blind with weeping, sick with groans, 

* Look DcJe as primrose, with blood-drinking sighs, 

* And all to have the noble duke alive. 

* What know I how the world mav deem of me? 

* For it is known, we were but hollow friends ; 

* It mav be judg'd, I made the duke away : 

*So snail my name with slander's tongue be 
wounded, 

* And princes' courts be fill'd with my reproach. 

* This get I by his death : Ah me, unhappy I 

* To be a queen, and crown'd with infamy ! 

K. Hen, Ah, wo is me for Gloster, wretched man ! 
Q, Mar. Be woforme,^ more wretched than he is. 

(1) Just now. 

(2) i. e. Let not wo be to thee for Gloster, but 
Jorme. -r 

VOL. V. '^ 
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What, dost thoa turn awaj, and hide thy face ? 
I am no loathsome leper, look on me. 

* What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf? 

* Be poisonous too, and kill thy forlorn queen. 

* Is all thy comfort shut in Gloster^s tomb? 

* Why, then dame Mar^ret was ne'er thy joy : 

* Erect his statue then, and worship it, 

* And make my image but an alehouse sign. 
Was I, for this, nif h wrecked ujxm the sea ; 

* And twice by awkward wind from England's bank 

* Drove back a^n unto my native clime ? 
What boded this, but well-forewarning wind 
Did seem to say, — Seek not a scorpion's nest, 

* Nor set no footing on this unkind shore .' 

* "What did I then, but curs'd the gentle gusts, 

* And he that loos'd them from their brazen caves ; 

* And bid them blow towards England's blessed 

shore, 

* Or turn our stem upon a dreadful rock ? 

* Yet iColus would not be a murderer, 

* But left that hateful office unto thee : 

* The pret^ vaulting sea refus'd to drown me ; 

* Knowing, that thou would'st have me drown'd on 

^ore, 

* With tears as salt as sea, through thy unkindness; 

* The splitting rocks cower'd in the sinking sands, 

* And would not dash me with their ragged sides; 

* Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they, 

* Might in tliy palace perish Margaret 

* As far as I could ken thy chalky clifl^ 

» When from Ae shore the tempest beat us back, 

* I stood upon the hatches in the stonn: 

* And when the dusky sky beean to rob 

* My eamest-ga}>ing siffht of Siy land's view, 

* I took a costly jewel from m v neck, — 

* A heart it was, bound in with diamonds, — 

* And threw it towards thy land; — ^the sea re* 

ceiv'd it ; 

* And so, I wish'd, thy body might my heart : 

* And even with this, I lost fair England's view, 



Seem 11. KING HENRY VI. 149 

• And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart; 

• And call'd them blind and dusky specta'^lea, 

• For losing ken of Albion's wished coast 

• How often have I tempted Suffolk's tongne 

• (The agent of thy foul inccmatancy,) 

• To sit and watch me, as Ascanius did, 

• When he to madding Dido would unfold 

• His father's acts, commenc'd in burning Troy ? 

• Am I not witch'd like herf or thou not fiilse likt 

him? 

• Ah me, I can no more ! Die, Maigaret ! 

» For Heniy weeps, that thou dost live so long. 

JVbtstf voilhin. Enter Warwick and Salisbury. 
The Commons frees to the door, 

* War. It is reported, mighty sovereign, 

' That good dcdce Humphrey traitorously is mur« 

der'd 
By Suffolk and the cardinal Beaufort's means. 

• The commons, like an angry hive of be^ 

• That want their leader, scatter up and down, 
« And care not who they stin^^ in his revenge. 

< Myself have cabn'd their spleenfbl mutiny, 

• Until they hear the order of his death. 

JSC Hen. That be is dead, good Warwick, tii 
too true; 
But how he died, God knows, not Heniy : 

• Enter his chamber, view his breathless corpse, 

• And c(xnment then upon his sudden death. 

War. That I shall do, my liege:— Stay, Sal- 
isbury, 
With the rude multitude, till I return. 

[Warwick goes into an inner room^ and 
Salisbury retires. 

• K. Hen. O thou that judgest all things, stay 

my thoughts: 

• My thoughts, that laboar to persuade my soul, 

• Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey's life 

• If my suspect be false, forgive me, Uod ; 

• For judgment only doth belong to thee I 



150 SECOND PART OF Act III 

* Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips 

* With twenty uousand kisses, and to drain 
» Upon his face an ocean of salt tears ; 

* To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk, 

* And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling : 

* But all in vain are these mean obsequies; 

* And, to survey his dead and earthly image, 

* What were it but to make my sorrow greater ? 

Thefotding-doors of an inner chamber are ihrown 
open, and Gloster is discovered dead in his bed: 
Warwick and others standing by it, 

* Tf^ar. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view 

this body. 

* K. Hen. That is to see how deep my grave is 

made: 

* For, with his soul, fled all my wcM-ldly solace ; 

* For seeing him, I see my life in death, t 

* War. As surely as my soul intends to live 

' With that dread King that took our state upon him 

* To free us from his Father's wrathful curse, 

* I do believe that violent hands were laid 

* Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke. 

Sujffl A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemii 
tongue! 

* What instance gives lord Warwick for his vow? 

* IVar, See, how the blood is settled in his face ! 
Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost,3 

* Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale, wad bloodless, 

* Being all descended to the labourinff heart; 

* Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 

* Attracts the same for aidance *gainst the enemy ; 

* Which with the heart there cools and ne'er re- 

tumeth 

(1) t. e. I see my life destroyed or endangered by 
his death. 

(2) A body becomes inanimate in the common 
course of nature, to which violence has not brought 
a timeless end. 
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* To blush and beautify the check again. 

* But, 8ee, his face is black, and full of blood ; 

* Hi« eye-balls further out than when he liv*d, 

* Staring full ghastly, like a stranp;led man : 

'His hair uprcar^d, his nostrils stretchM with 
struggling ; 

* His hands abroad displayed, as one that graspM 

* And tu^M for life, and was by strength subdued. 

* Look on the sheets, his hair, you ^ee, is sticking ; 
'His well-proportioned beard made rough and 



* Like to the summer*s com by tempest lodged. 

* It caiuiot be, but he was raurder'a here; 

* The least of all these signs were probable. 

* SvJT. Why, Warwick, who should do the duke 

to death? 

* Myself^ and Beaufort, had him in protection ; 

* And we, I hope, sir, are no murderers. 

* iyar> But both of you were vow*d duke Hum- 

phrey's foes ; 

* And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep : 

* 'Tis like, you would not feast him like a friend ; 

* And 'tis well seen, he found an enemy. 

* Q. Mar. Then you, belike, suspect these noble* 

men 

* As guilty of duke Humphrey's timeless death. 

Irar. Who finds the heifer dead, and bleeding 
fresh, 
And sees fast by a butcher with an axe, 
But will suspect, 'twas he that made the daughter? 
Who finds tne partridge in the puttock's nest. 
But may ims^e how the bird was dead. 
Although the kite soar with unbloodied beak ? 
Even so suspicious is this tragedy. 

* Q. Mar. Are you a batcher, Suffolk? wherc't 

your knife ? 
Is Beaufort term'd a kite? where are his talons? 

Sujff'. I wear no knife, to slaughter sleeping men ; 
But here's a vengeful sword, rusted with ease, 
That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart, 
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That slanders me with murder^s crimsoa badge i-^ 
Say, if thou dar^st, proud lord of Warwickshire, 
Tluit I am faulty in duke Humphrey's death. 

[Exeunt Cardinal, Som. and others. 

War, What dares not Warwick, if false Suffolk 
dare him ? 

Q. Mar, He dares not calm his contumelioui 
spirit, 
Nor cease to be an arrogant ccxitroller. 
Though Suffolk dare him twenty thousand times. 

War. Madam, be still ; with reverence may I say; 
For eveiy word, you speak in his behalf, 
Is slander to you. 'X)yal dimity. 

^StLff'. Blunt-wilted lord, i^oble in demeanour! 
If ever lady wrong*d her lord so much. 
Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some stem untutored churl, and noble stock 
Was graft with crab-tree slip ; whose fruit thou art, 
And never of the Nevils' noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers thee. 
And I should rob the deathsman of his fee. 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames. 
And that my sovereign's presence makes me mild, 
1 would, false murderous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech. 
And say — it was thy mother that thou meanest, 
That thou thyself wast bom in bastardy : 
And, after all this fearful h(Mnage done. 
Give thee thv hire, and send thy soul to hell, 
Pernicious blood-sucker of sleeping men ! 
Suff' Thou shalt be waking, while I shed thy 
blood. 
If from this presence thou dar»st go with me. 

War. Away even now^ or I will drag thee henco 
» Unworthy though thou art, Pll cope with thee, 

• And do 9oai& service to duke Humphrey's ghost 

[Exeunt Suffolk onrf Warwick. 
• JT. Hen, What stronger breast-plate than a 
heart untainted.^ 

• Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his quarrel just; 
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* And he but naked, thousrh lock*d up in tteel, 

* Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

[A noise tBWuH. 
Q.Jtfor. What noise b this ? 

Re-mUr Suffolk ani Warwick, with their wtapmu 
drawn, 
* K. Hen. Why, how now, lords? your wrath- 
ful weapons drawn 

* Here in our presence ? dare you be so bold ? — 

* Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here ? 

Suff: The traitorous Warwick, with the men of 
Buiy, 
Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. 

JVbtM qf a crowd xoithin. Re-enter Salisbury. 
*SaL Sirs, stand apart; the king shall know 
your mind. — [Spetiking to those within. 
Dread lord, the commons send you word by me. 
Unless folse Suffolk strai^t be done to death. 
Or banishM &ur £nglan<rs territories, 

* They will by violence tear him from your palace, 

* And torture him with grievious ling*ring death. 
They say, b^ him the gmd duke Humphrey died ; 

* They say, m him they fear your highness* death ; 

* And mere instinct of love, and kjyalty, — 

* Free frcxn a stubborn oppo^'te intent, 

* As being thou^t to contradict your liking, — 

* Makes mem thus forward in bis banishment 

* They say, in care of your most royal person, 

* That, if your highness should intend to sleep, 

* And charge — that no man diould disturb your rest, 

* In pain </ your dislike, or pain of death ; 

* Yet notwithstanding such a strait edict, 

* Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue, 

* That slily glided towards your majesty, 

* It were but necessary, you were wak'd ; 

* Lest, being suffered in Uiat harmful slumber, 

* The mortd woim^ might make the sleep eternal ; 

(1) Deadly serpent 
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* And therefore do they ciy, though you IbAid, 

* That they will guard you, whe*r you will, or no, 
» Yrova such fell serpents as false Suffolk is ; 

* With whose envenom'd and fatal sting, 

* Your loving uncle, twenty tiroes his wor&, 

* They say, is shamefully bweft of life. 
Commons. [ Witiu,n.Y An answer from the king, 

my lord of Salisbury. 
Suff. 'Tis like the qommons, rude unpolished 
hinds, 
Could send such message to their sovereign : 
But you, my lord, were glad to be employM, 
To show how quaint^ an orator you are ; 
But all the h«iour Salisbury hath won. 
Is — Hmt he was the lord ambassador. 
Sent from a sort^ of tinkers, to the king. 
C(»nmons. [Within.] An answer from the king, 

or we*ll all break in. 
* K. Hen. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 

* I thank them for their tender loving care : 

* And had I not been *cited so by them, 
*• Yet did I purpose as they do ^itreat; 

* For sure, my thoughts do hourly proj^iesy 

* Mischance unto my state by Sntiblk's means. 

* And therefore,— by His majesty I swear, 

* Whose far unworthy deputy I am, — 

* He shall not breathe infection in this air* 

* But three da3r8 longer, on the p»in of death. 

[Exit Salisbury. 

* Q. Mar. O Henry, let me plesui for gentle 

Suflfolk! 

* K. Hen. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle 

Suffolk. 
No more, I say ; if thou dost plead for him, 

* Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath. 

' Had I but said, I would have kept my word ; 

(1) Dexterous. (2) A company. 
(3) t. e. He shall not contammate this air with 
his infected breaA. 
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« Bat, when I swear, it is irrcvociiWc :-- 

» If, after thr*e days* space, thou here be'st found 

* On any ground that I am ruler o^ 

* The wortd shall not be ransom for t^T We—^ 

* Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with 

* I have ttTcat matters to impart to thee. 

fi^eun?K. Heniy.'Warwick. i>mb, SfC^ 
« Q. Mar. Mischance, and sorrow, go along with 

^Heart's discontent, and sour afflictioo, 

•fie playfellows to keep ycni ^^^P?"^ • .. . , , 
•TheVs two of you; the devil make a third. ^ 

* And threefold vengeance tend upo« 7^^^ 

* SufT. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations, 

* And lei thy Sufolk take his heavy 1^,^ ,^ 

* q. Mar. Fie, coward woman, and soft-hcartea 

wretch ! . . . , 

« Hast thou not spirit to curse thiiw «^™es ? 
Suff. A plague upon them ! wherefore should I 

curse A«n? < . , . 

Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake 9 groan. 
« I would invent as bitter-searching terms, 

* As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear, 
Delivered strongly through my fixed teetti, 
« With full as many siens of deadly hate. 
As lean-fac»d Envy in lier loathsome cave: 

My tongue should stumble in nune earnest words . 
Mfne^ should sparkle like the beaten flmt; 
My hair be fixM on end, as one distract , 
Av every loint should seem to curse and ban . 
Ijd'eve^'now my b-denM heart would b^^^ , 
Should I not curse them. Poison )^ *«;/jJ""^^^ 
Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest thatjheytaste. 
Their sweetest shade, a grove of cyP^I^ J^ * 
Their chiefest pK«pect, m*^^^"!?^^^*^^^^ . 
Their softest touch, as smart as ^^. Pjj^ ' 
Their music, frightful as the ferpent s toss , ^ 
And boding 9creechK)wls make the concert full. 
All the foiJ terrors in dark-seated hcUr- 
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Q. Mar. Enough, sweet Suffolk ; thou tonnent*8t 
thyself; 

* And these dread curses — like the sun *g;ainst glass, 

* Or like an overchajged gun, — recoil, 

* And turn the force of them upon thyself. 

Svff. You bade me ban,i and will you bid me 
le&ve f 
Now, by the ground that I am banishM from, 
Well could I curse away a winter's night. 
Though standing naked on a mountain top. 
Where biting cold would never let grass grow, 
And think it but a minute spent in spoit. * 

* Q. Mar. O, let me entreat thee, cease ! Give 
me thy hand, 

* That I may dew it with my mournful tears ; 

* Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place, 
» To wash awajr my woful monuments. 

* O, could this kiss be printed in thy hand ; 

[Kisses his hand, 

* That thou might'st think upon these by the seal, 

* Through whom a thousand sighs are breath*d for 

thee! 

* So, get thee ^one, that I may know m^ gnef ; 

* 'Tis but surmis'd whilst thou art standuig by, 

* As one that surfeits thinking on a want 

* I will repeal thee, or, be well assur'd, 

* Adventure to be banished myself: 

* And banished I am, if but from thee. 

* Go, speak not to me ; even now be ^one. — 

* O, go not yet ! — ^Even thus two frien(£ condemned 

* Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves, 

* Loather a hundred times to part than die. 

* Yet now farewell ; and farewell life with thee ! 
Sttjff'. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished, 

Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee. 

* *Tis not the laijd I care for, wert thou hence ; 

* A wilderness is populous enough, 

* So Suffolk had thy heavenly company : 

(1) Curse. 
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* For wbere tboa art, there is the world itseli^ 

* With every several pleasure in the world ; 

* And where thou art not, desolation. 

» I can no more : — Live thou to joy thy life ; 

* Myself no joy in nought, but that thou Uv'sL 

fnierVaux. 
'Q. Mir. Whither goes Vaox so fast? what 
news, I pr'ythee ? 

* Faux. To stgni^ unto his majesty. 
That cardinal B^ufort is at point of death : 

* For suddenly a grievoos sickness took him, 

* That makes him gasp, and stare, and catch the air, 

* Blaspheming Gcd, and cursing men on earth. 

* Sometime, he talks as if duke Humphrey's ghost 

* Were by his side ; sometime, he calls the kii^, 
And whispers to his pillow, as to him, 

* The secrets of his overchai^ed soul : 

* And I am sent to tell his majesty, 

* That even now he cries aloud for him. 

* Q. Mar. Go, tell thb heavy message to the king. 

[Exit Va^. 
' Ah me! what is this world? what news are these? 

* But wherefore grieve I at an hour's poor loss, 
' Omitting Suffolk's exile, my soul's treasure ? 

* Whv oiily, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 

* And with the southern clouds contend in tears ; 

* Theirs for the earth's increase, mine for my sor- 

rows? 

* Now, get thee hence : The king, thou know*8t, is 

coming: 

* If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

* Sitjff: If I depart firom thee, I cannot live : 

* And in thy sight to die, what were it else. 
But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap ? 
Here coula I breathe my soul into the air, 

* As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe, 
Dying with mother's dug between its lips : 
Where,i from thy sight, I should be raging mad, 

(1) For whereaa 
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* And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes, 

* To have thee with thy h*ps to stop my mouth ; 

* So should'st thou either turn my flying soul, 

* Or I should breathe it so into thy body, 
And then it liv*d in sweet Elysium. 

To die by thee, were but to die in jest ; 

From thee to die, were torture more than death; 

O, let me stay, befall what may befalL 

* Q. Mar. Away! though parting be a fretful 

corrosive, 

* It is applied to a deathful wound. 

* To France, sweet Suflblk: Let me hear from thee; 

* For wheresoever thou art in this world*8 g^obe, 
1*11 have an Iris' that shall find thee out 

Suf. I go. 

Q. Mar. knA. take n^ heart wi& thee. 

Suff^' A jewel lock'd mto the woful'st cask 
That ever did contain a thing of worth. 
Even as a s^ditted bark, so simder we; 
This way M\ I to death. 

Q. Mar. This way for me. 

[EtumUy several^. 

SCEJ^nS ///.—London. Cardifud Beaufort's 
bed-duanber. Enter Kinff Henry, Salisbury, 
Warwick, and others. Tne Cardinal in bed; 
attendants with him. 

*K.Hen. How fares my lord .^ speak, Beaufort, 

to thy sovereign. 
< Car. If thou be*st death, 1*11 give thee England's 

treasure, 

* Finough to purchase such another island, 

* So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 

* K. Hen. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life, 

* When death's approach is seen so terrible ! 

* War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to 

thee. 

* Car. Bring me unto my trial when you wilL 

(1) The messenger of Juno. 
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* Died be not in his bed ? wbere abouki ue die ? 
Can I make men live, wbe'r they will or no?— > 

* O ! torture me no more, I will coofows. — 

* Alive again? then show roe where he is; 

* I'll give a thousand pound to look upon hinL— 

* He hath no ejes, t)^ dust hath blinded them.— 

* Comb down mi hair; look ! look ! it siands up- 

right, 

* Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul !— 

* Give me some drink ; and bid the apothecary 

* Bring the strong poison that I bought of him. 

* A. Hen. O Omni eternal Mover of the beavenSi 

* Look with a gentle eye upon this wretd I 

* O, beat away the busy meddling fiend, 

* That lays strong siege unto this wretch*! soul, 

* And from his bosom purge this black de ipair ! 

* fVar. See, how the pai^ of death do make him 

grin. 

* Sal. Disturb him not, let him pass peaceably. 

* K. Hen. Peace to his soul, if God s good 

* pleasure be ! 

* Lord cardinal, if thou think*st on heaven's bliss, 

* Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope. — 

* He dies, and makes no sign ; O God, foigive him ! « 

* JVar. So bad a death aigues a monstrous life. 

* J^. Hen. Forbear to judge, for we are simiers alU 

* Close up his eyes, and draw the curtain close ; 

* And let us all to meditation. [Exeunt 



ACT IV. 

SCEJVE /.—Kent The sea-shore near Dover. 
Firing heard at sea. Then enter from a hoat, 
a Captain, a Master, a Master's Mate, W liter 
Whitmore, and others ; tnih them Suffolk, mid 
other Gentlemen, prisoners. 
* Cap. The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful* day 
(1) Pitiful. 
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» Is crept into the bos(»n of the sea ; 

* And now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades 

* That drag the tragic melancholy night ; 

* Who with their drowsy, slow, and flagging wings, 

* Clip dead men^s graves, and from their misty jaws 

* Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air. 

* Therefore, bring forth the soldiers of our prize ; 

* For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 

* Here shall they make their ransom on the sand, 

* Or with their blood stain this discoloured shore. — 

* Master, this prisoner freely give I thee ; — 

* And thou that art his mate, make boot of this ; — 

* The other, {Pointing to Suff] Walter Whitmore, 

is thy share. 

* 1 Gent What is my ransom, master.^ let me 

know. 
' Mast, A thousand crowns, or else lay down 
your head. 

* Mate. And so much shall you give, or off goes 

yours. 

* Cap. What, think you much to pay two thou- 

sand crowns, 

* And bear the name and port of gentlemen ? — 

• * Cut both the villains* throats ; — for die you shall ; 

* The lives of those which we have lost in fight, 

* Cannot be counterpoised with such a petty sum. 

* 1 Geni. V\\ give it, sir ; and therefore spare 

my life. 

* 2 Gent. And so will I, and write home for it 

straight 

* JVhit. I Tost mbe eye in laying the prize 

aboard, 

* And therefore, to revenge it, shalt thou die ; 

[To Suffolk. 

* And so should these, if I might have my will. 

*Cap. Be not so rash; take ransom, let him live. 

* Su^, Look on my George, I am a eentleman; 

* Rate me at what thou wilt, thou shalt oe paid. 

* WMt And so am I ; my name is— -Walter 

Whitmore. 



Scene I. 
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*How now? why staitVtbou? what, doth death 
affright? 

* Svff. Thy name affrights mei in whose sound 

is ^th. 

* A cunning man did calculate my birth, 

* And told me— that by IVater I should die : 

* Yet let not this make* thee be bloody minded . 

* Thy name is — Gtudtier, being rightly sounded. 

* Whit GuaUier, or Walter^ which it is, I care 

not; 

* Ne*er jei did base dldimiour blur our name, 

* But with our sword we wip'd away the blot ; 

* Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge, 

* Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defac*cl, 

* And I proclaimed a coward through the world \ 

[Lays hold an Suflblk. 
'Sugr, Stay, Whitmore; for thy prisoner is a 
pijnce. 
The duke of Sufiblk, William de la Poole. 

* fVhit. The duke of Suffolk, muffled up in rags! 
Suff". Ay, but these rags arenonart of the duke; 

Jove sometime went disguisM, and why not I ? 
Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt be. 

* Suff". Obscure and lowly swain, king Heniy'f 

blood. 
The honourable blood of Lancaster, 
' Must not be diied by such a jaded groom.1 
Hast thou not kiss*d thy hand, and held my stirrup? 

* Bare«beaded plodded by my foot-cloth mule, 

* And thought thee happy when I shook my head ? 

* How often hast thou waited at my cup, 

* Fed frcHn my trencher, kneel'd down at the boan\ 
' When I have feasted with queen Maigaret? 

* Remember it, and let it make thee crest-fall*n ; 

* Aj, and allay this thy abortive pride :2 

* H!ow in our voiding lobby hast thou stood, 

* And duly waited for my coming forth ? 

(1) A low fellow. 

(2) Pride that has had birth too soon. 
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* This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf; 

* And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tcmgue. 

* Whit. Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn 

swam ? 

• Cap. First let my words stab him, as he hath me. 

* Stiff". Base slave ! thy words are blunt, and so 

art thou. 

• Cap. Convey him hence, and on our long-boaf s 

side 
' Strike off his head. 
Svff. Thou dar'st not for thy own. 

O^. Yes, Poole. 
Sujr. Poole? 

Cap. Poole ? sir Poole ? tord ? 

* Ay, kennel, puddle, sink ; whose filth and dirt 

* Troubles the silver spring where England drinks. 

* Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth, 

* For swallowing the treasure of the realm : 

* Thy lips, that kiss'd the queen, shall sweep the 

ground ; 

* And thou, that smil'dst at good duke Humphrey's 

death, 

* Against the senseless winds shalt grin in vain, 

* Who, in ccmtempt, shall hiss at thee again : 

* And wedded be thou to the hags of hell, 
« For daring to affy' a migh^ lord 

* Unto the ^ughter of a worthless king, 

» Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem. 

* By devilish policy art thou grown great, 

* And, like ambitk>u3 Sylla, overgorg'd 

» With gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart. 

* By thee, Anjou and Maine were sold to France : 

* The false revolting Normans, thorough thee, 

* Disdain to call us lord ; and Picardv 

* Hath slain their governors, surprised our forts, 

* And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home. 

* The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all, 

' Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in vain, 

(1) To betroth in marriage. 
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* As hating^ diee, are rising up in arms : 

* And DOir the bouse of York— thrust from the 

croim, 

* By shameful murder of a ^iltless king, 
» And k)Ay proud encroaching tyranny, — 

* Bums with revenging fire ; whose hopeful coloun 

* Advance our hall-facM sun, striving to shine, 

* Under the which is writ — Invitis nubibxts. 

* The commons here in Kent are ud in arms : 

* And, to conclude, reproach, and beggary, 

* Is crept into the palace of our king, 

* And all by thee : — Away ! convey him hence, 

* Hujf. O that I were a god, to shoot forth thunder 

* Upon these paltrj-, 8er\ ile, abject drudges ! 

* Small things make base men proud : *■ this villain 

here, 
< Beii^f captain of a pinnace,' threatens more 

* Than Bargulus the strong Jllvrian pirate. 

* Drones suck not eagles' blood, but rob bee-hives. 

* It is impossible, that I should die 

* By such a lowly vassal as thyself. 

* lliy words move rage, and not remorse, in me : 
' I go of message from the queen to France; 

* I diarge thee, waft me safely cross the channel. 

*a»p. Walter, 

* Whit Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy 

death. 

* Suffi Gdidus iimor occupat arius: — ^♦tis thee 

I fear. 
' IVhit. Thou shalt have cause to fear, before I 
leave thee. 

* What, are ve daunted now ? now will jre stoop ? 

* 1 dent. My gracious lord, entreat hun, sp^Jc 

him nur. 
^Suffl Suffolk's imperial tongue is stem and 
rough, 

* Us*d to command, untaught to plead for favour. 

* Far be it, we should hoiMur such as these 

(1) A pinnace them signified a ship of small burden. 
VOL. V. L 



164 SECOND PART OF Act IT. 

* With humble suit : no, rather let my head 

* Stoop to the block, than these knees bow to anj, 

* Save to the God of heaven, and to my king ; 

* And sooner dance upon a bloody pole, 

* Than stand uncovered to the vulgar groom. 
» True nobility is exempt from fear : — 

* More can I bear, than you dare execute. 

* Capt. Hale him away, and let him talk no more. 
« Sujf. Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye can, 

* That this my death ma^ never be forgot ! 

* Great men oft die by vile bezonians ^ 

* A Rc«nan sworder and banditto slave, 

* Murder'd sweet Tuliy ; Brutus' bastard hand 

* StabbM Julius Caesar; savage islanders, 

* Pompey the great ; and Suflolk dies by pirates. 

[Exeunt Suff. with Whit and others. 
Capt. And as for these whose ransom we have set, 
It is our pleasure, one of them depart : — 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 

[Exeunt all but thejirst Gentleman. 

Re-enter Whitmore, with Suffolk's body. 

* Whit. There let his head and lifeless body lie, 

* Until the queen his mistress bury it [Exit. 

» 1 Gent. O barbarous and bloody spectacle! 

* His body will I bear unto the king : 

* If he revenge it not, yet vvill his friends ; 

* So will the queen, that living held him dear. 

[Exit, with the body. 

SCEJ^E //— Blackheath. Enter George Bevis 
and John Holland. 

* Geo. Come, and get thee a sword, though made 
« of a lath ; they have been up these two days. 

* John. They have the more need to sleep now 
•then. 

< Geo. I tell thee, Jack Cade the clothier mean« 

(1) Low men. 
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' to dress (he commonwealdi, and turn it, and set 

* a new nap upon it 

John. So he had need, for *tis threadbare. WeH, 
I tay, it was never meny world in England, 8inc« 
gentlemen came up. 

* Geo. O miserable age ! Virtue is not regarded 
» in handycrafts-men. 

* John. The nobility think scorn to go in leather 
'aprons. 

* Geo. Nay more, the king*8 council are no good 

* workmen. 

* John. True ; And yet it is said, — Labour in 

* thy vocation : which is as much to say, as, — let 

* the magistrates be labouring men ; and therefore 

* should we be magistrates. 

* Geo. Thou hast hit it : for there's no better sign 

* of a brave mind, than a hard hand. 

* John. I see them ! I see them ! There's Best's 

* son, the tanner of Wingham ; 

* Geo. He shall have the skins of our enemies, 
» to make dog's leather oL 

John. And Dick the butcher, 

* Geo. Then is sin struck down like an ox, and 

* iniouity's throat cut like a calf. 

* JoM. And Smith the weaver. 

* Gea ^rgOy their thread of life is spun. 

* John, C^ne, come, let^s iall in with them. 

Drum. Enter Cade, Dick the butchery Smith (he 
weaver^ and others in great number. 

* Cade. We John Cade, so termed of our sup- 

* posed father, 

Dick. Or rather, of stealing a cade of herrings. » 

[Aside. 
' Cade. — for our enemies shall fall before us, in* 

* spired with the spirit of putting down kings and 

* prin-:es, — Cwnmand silence. 

Dick. Silence! 

(1) A barrel of herrings. 
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Cade. My father was a Mortimer, — 
Dick. He was an honest man, and a good brick- 
layer. [Aside. 

* Cade, My mother a Plantagenet, — 
Dick. I knew her well, she was a midwife. 

[Aside. 

* Cade. My wife descended of the Lacies, — 
Dick. She was, indeed, a pedlar^s daughter, and 

sold many laces. [Aside. 

*■ Snuth. But, now of late, not able to travel with 

' her furred pack, she w^hes bucks here at home. 

[Aside. 

* Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable house. 
Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable ; 

and there was he bom, under a hedge ; for his father 
had never a house, but the cage. [Aside. 

* Cade. Valiant I am. 

* Smith. 'A must needs; for bcggaiy is vaHanL 

[Aside. 

Cade. I am able to endure much. 

Dick. No question of that ; for I have seen him 
whipped three market days together. [Aside. 

Cade. I fear neither sword nor fire. 

Smith. He need not fear the sword, for his coat 
is of proof [Aside. 

Dick. But, methinks, he should stand in fear 
oi fire, being burnt Vthe hand for stealing of sheep. 

[Aside. 

Cade. Be brave then ; for your captain is brave, 
and vows reformation. There shall be, in England, 
seven half-penny loaves sold for a penny: the 
three-hooped pot shall have ten hoops ; and I wid 
make it fielony, to drink anall beer : all the realm 
diall be in commixi, and in Cheapside shall my 

r dfnr go to grass. And, when I am king, (as king 
will be) 

AU. God save your majesty ! 

* Cade. I thank you, good people : — ^there shall 
' be no money ; all shall eat and drink on my score ; 
* and I will apparel them all in one livciy, that 
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* ther may agree like brodien, and worship me 
'their lord 

' Dick, The first thing we do, Iet*8 kill all the 

* lawyers. 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to da Is not this a 
lamentable thing, that of the skin of an innocent 
lamb should be made parchment ? that parchment, 
being scribbled o*er, should undo a man ? Seme 
say, the bee stines : but I say, ^tis the bee^s wax, 
for I did but seal once to a thing, and I was never 
mine own man since. How now ? who^s there? 

Enter sonUf bringing in ike Clerk of Chatham. 

Smith. The clerk of Chatham : he can write 
and read, and cast accoropt 

Cade. O monstrous ! 

Smith. We took him setting of boys' copies. 

Cade. Here's a villain ! 

Smith. H'as a book in his pocket, with red let- 
ters in't 

Ccuie. Nay, then he is a conjurer. 

Dick. Nay, he can make obligations, and write 
court-hand. 

* Cade. I am sorry ibr't : the man is a proper man, 

* on mine honour ; unless I find him guilty^ he shall 
*not die, — Come hither, sirrah, I must examine 
'thee: What is thy name? 

Clerk. Elmmanuel. 

DtcAr. They use to write it on the top of letters ; 
— ^'Twill go hard with you. 

* Cade. Let me alone : — ^Dost thou use to write 
' thy name ? or hast thou a mark to thyself, like an 
« honest plain-dealing man? 

Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been so well 
broueht up, that I can write my name. 
*AU. He hath confessed: away with him; he's a 
villain and a traitor. 

« Cade. Away with him, I say ; hang him with 
his pen and inkhom about his neck. 

[Exeunt some with the Clerk. 
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Enter Michael 

« Mich. Where's our general ? 

* Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow. 

* Mich. Fly, fly, fly ! sir Humphrey Stafford aud 

* his brother are hard by with the king's forces. 

* Cade. Stand, Yillain, stand, or I'll fell thee 

* down : He shall be encountered with a man as 

* good as himself: He is but a knight, is 'a ? 

*Mich, No. 

* Cade. To equal him, I will make myself a knight 

* presently ; Rise up sir John Mortimer. Now hare 

* at him. 

Enter Sir Humphrey Stafibrd, and William his 
brother t with drum and forces, 

* Staff. Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of 

Kent, 
» Mark*d for the gallows, — ^lay your weapons down, 
» Home to yoox cottages, forsake this groom; — 

* The king is merciful, if you revolt 

* W. Staff. But angiy, wrathful, and inclin!d (o 

biood, 

* If you go forward : therefore yield, or die. 
Cade. As for these silken-coated slaves, I pass not ;1 

it is to you, good people, that I speak, 

* O'er whom, in tjme to come, I nope to reign; 

* For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

* Staff Villain, thy father was a plasterer; 

* And thou thyself, a shea r man, Art thou not ? 

Cade. And Adam was a gardener. 

* IV. Staff. And what of that .? 

Cade. Marry, this ;— Edmund Mortimer, carl of 
Mardi, 
Married the dukeofClarence' daughter; Didhenot? 
'Siqff: Av,8ir. 

Cade, By her, he had two children at one birth 
W, Staff. Thai's felse. 

(1) I pay them no regard. 
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' Ckde. Ay, thereat the questiou ; bat, I mj, *tis 
trae: 

* Tbo elder of than, being put to nurae, 
' W:t8 bjr a beggar-woman stoTn away ; 

* And, ignorant of his birth and parentage, 

* Became a bricklayer, when he caine to age : 

* His aon am I ; deny it, if you can. 

Dick. Nay, *tis too true ; therefore he diall be 
king. 

Smiih. Sir, he made a chmmey m my father's 
house, and the bricks are alive at tin* day to testify 
it ; there!bre, deny it not 

* Staff". A.nd will yew trc<l«t t) h Iiase drudge's 

%*ords, 
» That speaks he knows not wliU' 

* ^U. Ay, marry, wi)l we , ilv.'re/ore cetye gene. 
W. Staj: Jack Cft.le, tlie tluko of York hath 

taught you tliis. 

* Cade. He lies, for I invented it myself. [Aside.] 
•Go to, sirrah, Tell the kin^ from me, that — for his 

father^s sake, Heniy the Filth, in whose time boys 
went to span-counter for French crowns, — I am 
content he shall reign ; but I'll be protectorover him. 

* Dick. And, furthermore, weMl have the lord 
' Say*s head, for selling the dukctloiii of Maine. 

* Cade. And good reason; for thcniby is England 
*■ maimed, and fain to go with a stall, but that my 
' puissance holds it up. Fellow kings, I tell you, 

* that my lord Say hath gelded the commonwealth, 

* and made it an eunuch : and more than that, he 

* can speak French, and therefore he is a traitor. 

* Staff'. O gross and miserable ignoran«?e ! 

* Cade. Nay, answer, if you can : Tlie French- 

* men are enemies : go to then, I ask but tliis ; Can 
he, that speaks with the tongue of an enemy, be 

* a good counsellor, or no ? 

* All No, no ; and therefore we'll have his head. 
« H^. Staff. Well, seeing gentle words wUl not 

prevail. 
Assail them with tlie army of the kin§^. 
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* Staff'. Herald, awaj ; and, thioDghout cveiy 

town, 

* I'roclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ; 

* That those, which fly before the battle ends, 

* May, even in their wives* and children's sight, 

* Be hang*d up for example at their doors : — 

* And you, that be the king's friends, follow me. 

\Exeunt the two Staifords, and forces. 

* Cade, ^nd you, that love the commons, follow 

me. — 

* Now show yourselves men, 'tis for liberty. 

* We will not leave one lord, one gentleman : 

* Spare none, but such as go in clouted shoon ;i 

* For they are thrifty honest men, and such 

* As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 

* Dick. They are all in order, and march to- 

ward us. 

* Cade, But then are we in order, when we are 

* most out of order. Come, march forward. 

\ExeunL 

SCEJ^E Ill—Another part of JSlackheath. 
Alarums. The two parties enter and Jiff hi, and 
both the Staffords are slain. 

« Cade. Where's Dick, the butcher of Ashford f 

* Dick. Here, sir. 

' Cade. They fell before thee like sheep and oxen, 
' and thou behavedst thyself as if thou hadst been in 

* thine own slaughter-house : therefore thus will i 

* reward thee, — The Lent shall be as long again as 
' it is ; and thou shalt have a license to kill for a 

* hundred lacking one. 

* Dick. 1 desire no more. 

* Cade. And, to speak truth, thou deservedst no 

* less. This mwiument of the victory will I bear ; 

* and the bodies shall be dragged at my horse' heels, 

* till I do come to London, where we will have thm 
» mayor's sword borne before us. 

^1) Shoes. 
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*DleA^ Ifwe mean to thrive and do good, break 

* open the raols, and let out the prisoners. 

« Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, 

* let's march towards London. [Exeunt 

SCEJ^TE /K— London. A room in the palace. 
Enter King Henry, reading a supplication ; the 
duke of Buckingham, and lord Say with Atrnx 
at a distance. Queen Mai^ret, mourning aver 
Suffolk's head, ^ 

* Q. Mar. Oft have I heard — that grief softens 

the mind, 

* And makes it fearful and degenerate ; 

* Think therefore on revenge, and cease to weep. 

* But who can cease to weep, and look on this ? 

* Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast : 

* But Where's the body that I should embrace ? 

* Buck. What answer makes your grace to the 

* rebels' supplication ? 

* K. Hen. I'll send some holy bishop to entreat : 

* For God forbid, so many simple souls 
Should perish by the sword ; And I myself, 
Rather than bloody war shall cut them short, 

* Will parley with Jack Cade their general. — 

* But stay, I'll read it over once agam. 

* Q. j\far. Ah, barbarous villains ! hath this 

lovely face 

* Rul'd, like a wandering planet,' over me ; 

* And could it not enforce them to relent, 

* TTiat were unworthy to behold the same ? 

* K. Hen. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to 

have thy head. 

* Say. Ay, but I hope, your highness shall have his. 
K. Hen. How now, madam f Still 

Lamenting, and mourning for Suffolk's death ? 

I fear, my love, if that I had been dead, 

Thoa wouldest not have moum'd so much for me. 

(1) Predominated irresistibly over my passions; 
as Ums planets over those bom under their influence. 
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Q. Mar. No, my love, I should not mourn, kut 
die for thee. 

Enter a Messenger. 

* K. Hen. How now ! what news f why com'st 

thou in such haste ? 

* Mess. The rebels are in Southwark ; Fly, my 

lord ! 

* Jack Ca^ proclaims himself lord Mortimer, 

' Descended from the duke of Clarence* house : 

* And calls your grace usurper, openly, 

* And vows to crown himself in Westminster. 

* His army is a ragged multitude 

* Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless ; 

* Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother's death 

* Hath given them heart and courage to proceed : 

* All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, 
*They call — false caterpillars, and intend their 

death. 

* K. Hen. O graceless men ! they know not 

what they do. 

* Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Kenelworth, 

* Until a power be raisM to put them down. 

* Q. Mar. Ah I were the duke of Suffolk now 

alive, 

* These Kentish rebels would be soon appeased. 

* K. Hen. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee, 

* Therefore away with us to Kenelworth. 

* Say. .So might your grace's person be in danger; 

* The sight of me is odious in tneir eyes : 

* And therefore in this city will I stay, 
' And live alone as secret as I may. 

Enter another Messenger. 

* 2 Mes. Jack Cade hath gotten London-bridge; 

the citizens 

* Fly and forsake their houses : 

» The rascal people, thirsting after prey, 

* Join with the traitor; and they jointly swear, 
» To spoil the city, and your royal court 
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* Buck, Then linger not, my lord ; away, teko 

horse. 
*£1 Hen, Come, Margaret; God, our hope, 
will succour us. 

* Q. Mar. My hope is gone, now Sufiblk is de- 

ceased. 
» K, Hen. Farewell, my lord ; [To Lord Say.] 
trust not the Kentish rebels. 

* Buck. Trust nobody, for fear you be betray'd, 

* Say, The trust I have is in mine innocence, 

* And thereibre am I bold and resolute. [Exeunt 

SCEJVE v.— The same. The Tmoer. Enter 
Lord Scales, and others^ on the WaUa, Then 
enter certain Citizens, below. 

Scales. How now ? is Jack Cade slain ? 

1 Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to be slain ; for 
they have won the bridge, killing all those that with- 
stand thcra : The lord mayor craves aid of your 
honour from the Tower, to defend the city from 
the rebels. 

Scales, Such aid as I can spare, you shall com- 
mand; 
But I am troubled here with them myself. 
The rebels have assayed to win the Tower. 
But get you to Smithfield, and gather head, 
"lithei ' ■" ' -- . ~ . 



And thither I will send you Matthew Gou^ : 
Fight for your king, your country, and your lives ; 
And so farewell, for I must hence again. [Exeunt, 



SCEJSTE FI.^The same. Cannon Street, En- 
ter Jack Cade, and his followers. He strikes 
his staff on London-stone. 

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And 
here, sitting upon London-stone, I charge and com- 
mand, that, of the city's cost, the pissing-conduit 
run nothing but claret wine this first year of our 
reign. And now, henceforward, it shall be treason 
for any that calls me other than — lord Mortimer. 
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Enter a Soldier, running. 

Sold. Jack Cade ! Jack Cade ! 

Cade. Knock him down there. [TJiey kiUhtm. 

* Smiih. If this fellow be wise, neMl never call 

* Tou Jack Cade more ; I think, he hath a very fair 

* warning. 

Dick. My lord, there^s an army gathered to- 
gether in Smithfield. 

Cade. Come then, let's ^ fight with them: But, 
first, go and set London-bndge on fire; and, if you 
can, bum down the Tower too. Come, let's away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVJE VII.—The same. Smithfield. Alarum. 
Enter ^ on <me side^ Cade and his company ; on 
the other J citizenSj and the king's JbrceSy headed 
by Matthew Gough. Th^ fight ; the citizens 
are routed, and Matthew Gough is slain. 

Cade. So, sirs : — Now go some and pull dovm 
the Savoy ; others to the inns of court; down with 
them all. 

Dick. I have a suit unto your lordship. 

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for that 
word. 

* Dick. Only, that the laws of England may come 

* out of your mouth. 

* John. Mass, 'twill be sore law then ; for he 

* was thrust in the mouth with a spear, and 'tis not 

* whole yet [Aside. 

* Smith. Nay, John, it will be stinking law ; for 

* his breath stinks with eating toasted cheese. 

[Aside. 

* Cade. I have thought upon it, it shall be sa 

* Away, bum all the records of the realm ; my 

* mouth shall be the pai-liament of England. 

* John. Then we are like to have biting statutes, 

* unless his teeth be pulled out {Aside. 

* Cade. And henceforward all things snail be 

* in common. 
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EnUr a Messenger. 
'JIfeM. My lord, a prize, a pnze! here's the lord 

* Say, which sold the towns m France ; • he thai 

* made us pay one and twenty Bfteens,! and oim 

* shilling to the pound, the last subsidy. 

Enter George Beris, with the Lord Say. 
* Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten 

* times. — Ah, thoo say ,2 thou serge, nay, thou buck- 

* ram lord ! now art thou within point-blank oT our 

* jurisdiction regal What canst thou answer to my 

* majesty, for giving up of Normandy unto moo- 
*sieur fiasimecu, the aauphin of France? Be it 

* known unto thee b^ these presence, even the pre- 

* sence of lord Mortuner, that I am the besom that 

* must sweep the court clean of such filth as thou 

* art Thou hast most traitorously corrupted the 

* youth of the realm, in erecting a grammar-school : 

* and whereas, before, our fore-fathers had no other 

* books but the score and the tally, thou hast caused 

* printing to be used ; and, contrary to the king, 

* his crown, and dignity, thou hast built a paper- 

* mill It will be proved to thy face, that thou hast 

* men about thee, that usually talk of a noun, and 

* a verb ; and such abominable words, as noChris- 
< tian ear can endure to hear. Thou hast appointed 
♦justices of peace, to call poor men before them 

* about matters that they were not able to answer. 
' Moreover, thou hast put them in prison ; and be- 

* cause they could not read, thou hast handed them ;3 

* when, indeed, only for that cause they have been 

* most worthy to live. Thou dost ride on a foot- 
' cloth,4 dos( thou not ? 

(1) A fifteen was the fifteenth part of all the 
moveables, or personal property, of each subject. 

(2) Say was a kind ot serge. 

(3) i. e. They were hanged because they could 
not claim the benefit cf clei^. 

(4) A foot-cloth was a kind of housing, whick 
covered the body of the horse. 



1 76 SECOND PART OF Act IF. 

Say. What of that? 

Cade. Many, thou oughtest not to let thy horse 
wear a cloak, when bonester men timn thoa go in 
their hose and doublets. 

* Dick. And work in their shirt too ; as myself^ 

* for example, that am a butcher. 
Say. You men of Kent, — 
Dtck. What say you of Kent ? 

'Say. Nothing but this : 'Tis bona Urra^mdla 
gens. 

* Cade. Away with him, away with him ! he 

* speaks Latin. 

* Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where 

you will. 
' Kent, in the commentaries Caesar Mrrit, 

* Is termed the civiPst place of all this isle : 

* Sweet is the countiy, because full of riches ; 
' The people h'beral, valiant, active, wealthy ; 

' Whicn makes me hope you are not void of pity. 

* I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy ; 

* Yet, to recover them, would lose my life. 

* Justice with favour have I always done ; 

* Prayers and tears have movM me, giAs could 

never. 

* When have I aught exacted at your hands, 

* Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and you ? 

* Large gifts have I bestow'd on learned clerks, 

* Because my book preferr'd me to the king : 

* And, seeing ignorance is the curse of God, 

* Knowledge we wing wherewith we fly to 

heaven, 
» Unless you be possess'd with devilish spirit, 
» You cannot but forbear to murder me. 

* This tongue hath parleyed unto foreign kings 

* For your behoof^ — 

* Cade. Tut ! when struck^st thou one blow in 

* the field? 

* Say. Great men have reaching hands : oft have 

I struck 

* Those that I never saw, and struck them dead. 
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9 Geo. O monatrous cofrard ! what, to come be* 
hindlblks? 

• Say, These cheeks are pale for* watching for 

your good. 

* Cade, Give him a box on the ear, and that will 
* make *era red again. 

*Say. Lon^ sitting to detennine poor men^s 



Hath made me full of sickness and diseases. 

* Cade, Ye shall have a hempen caudle then, 

* and the pap of a hatchet 

* Dick. Why dost thou quiver, man ? 

' Say. The palsj, and not fear, provc^eth me. 
. * Cade. Nay, he nods at us; as who should say, 
« Pll be even with jou. I*U see if his head wiU 
' stand steadier on a pole, or no : Take him away, 

* and behead him. 

* Say. Tell me, wherein I have offended most? 

* Have I aflfected wealth cnt honour; speak ? 

* Are my chests 6ird up with extorted gold ? 

* Is my apparel sumptuous to behold f 

» Whom have I injured, that you seek my death ? 

* Th^e hands are free from guiltless blood-shed- 

ding,3 
*This breast from harbouring foul deceitAiI 

thoughts. 
•O, let me live! 

* Cade. I feel remorse in myselfwith his words: 

* but VW bridle it ; he shall die, an it be but for 

* pleading so well for his life. Away with him ! he 

* has a familiar* under his tongue ;* he speaks not 

* o^God*s name. * Go, take him away, I say, and 

* strike off his bead presently ; and then break into 
*his 8on-in-law*s house, sir James Cromer, and 

(1) In consequence of. 

(2) t. e. These hands are free from shedding 
guiltless or innocent blood. 

^3) A daemon who was supposed to attend af 
calL 
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* strike off bis head, and bring them both upon two 

* poles hither. 

^AU. It shall be done. 

* Say. Ah, countrymen ! if, when you make your 

prayers, 

* God should be so obdurate as yourselves, 

* How would it fare with your departed souls ? 
» And therefore yet relent, and save my life. 

* Cade. Away with him, and do as I command 

ye. [E^xeunt some^ with Lord Say. 

* The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear a 

* head on his shoulders, unless he pay me tribute ; 

* there shall not a maid be married, but she shall 

* pay to me her maidenhead ere they have it : Men 

* shall hold of me in capiie; and we charge and 

* command, that their wives be as free as heart can 

* wish, or tongue can tell. 

* Dick. My lord, when shall we go to Cheapside, 
' and take up commodities upon our bills? 

* Cade. Nlarry, presently. 
*AIL O brave! 

Re-enter Rebels, wOh the heads of Lord Say and 
his son-in-lato. 

* Cade. But is not this braver ?— Let them kiss 

* one another, for they loved well, when they were 

* alive. Now part them again, lest they consult 

* about the giving up of some more towns in Fi-ance. 

* Soldiers, defer the stxmI of the city until night : 

* ibr with these borne before us, instead of maces, 

* will we ride through the streets ; and, at every 

* comer, have them kiss. — Away ! [Exeunt. 
SCEJ^E Fi//.— Southwark. Alarum. Enter 

Cade, and all his rabblement. 
*Cade. Up Fish-street! down Saint Magnus' 

* comer! kill and knock down ! throw them into 

* Thames !— [^ parley sotmded, then a retreat.'\ 

* What noise is this I hear f Dare any be so bold 

* to sound retreat or parley, when I command them 
•kill? 
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Enter Buckingham, and Old Clifford, vfith forces, 

* Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will dit- 

turb thee: 

* Know, Cade, we come ambassador! from the kin; 

* Unto the commons whom thou hast misled ; 

* And here pronounce free pardon to them all, 

* That will forsake thee, and go home in peace. 

* C2t^. What saj ye, countiymen ? will ye relent, 

* And yield to mercy, whilst 'tis ofler*d you ; 

* Or let a rabble lead you to jour deaths? 

* Who lores the king, and will embrace his pardon, 

* Fling up his cap, and say — God save his majesty ! 

* Who hateth him, and honours not his father, 

* Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake, 

* Shake he his weapon at us, and pass by. 

*AIL God save the king! God save the king ! 

* Cade. What, Buckingham, and Cliflbrd, are ye 
*8o brave? — And you, base peasants, do ve be- 

* lievehim? will you needs be hanged with your 
« pardons about your necks ? Hath my sword tbere- 
< fore broke through London Gates, that vou should 

* leave me at the White Hart in Southwark? I 

* thought, ye would never have given out these arms, 

* till you had recovered your ancient freedom : but 
' you are all recreants, and dastards ; and delight 

* to live in slavery to the nobility. Let them br^ 

* your backs with burdens, take your houses over 

* your heads, ravish your wives and daughters be- 

* fore your faces: For me, — I will make shift for 
'one; and so— God's curse light upon you all ! 

« AU. We'll follow Cade, we'll follow Cade. 
« Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the Fiflh, 

* That thus you do exclaim— you'll go with him ? 

* Will he conduct you through the heart of France, 
' And make the meanest of you earis and dukes^ 

* Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to; 

* Nor knows he how to live, but by the spoil, 

* Unless, by robbii^ of your friends, and us. ^ 

* Wer't not a shame, that whibt you Uve at jar, 

VOL. V. M 
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* The fearful French, whom you late vanquished, 

' Should make a start o'er seas, and vanquish you ? 

* Methinks, already, in this civil broil, 

* 1 see them lording it in London streets, 
•Crying — ViUageois! unto all they meet 

* Better, ten thousand base-bom Cades miscan^', 

* Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman*s mercy. 

* To France, to France, and get what you have lost; 

* Spare England, for it is your native coast : 

* Henry ha3i money, you are strong and manly ; 

* God <Mi our side, doubt not of victoir. 

'AU. A Clifford! a Clifford! we'll follow the 

* king, and Clifford. 

* Uade. Was ever feather so lightly blown \o and 

* fro, as this multitude ^ the name of Heniy the 

* Fifth hales them to a hundred mischiefs, and makes 

* them leave me desolate. I see them lav their 

* heads together, to surprise me : my sword make 

* way for me, for here is no staying. — In despite ci 

* the devils and hell, have through the very midst 

* of you ! and heavens and honour be witness, that 

* no want of resolution in me, but only my followers' 

* base and ignominious treasons, makes me betake 

* me to my heels. [Exit. 

* Buck. What, is he fled.' go scnne, and follow 

him; 

* And he, that brings his head unto the king, 

* Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward. — 

[Exeunt seme of them. 

* Follow me, soldiers ; we'll devise a mean 

* To reconcile you all unto the king. [Exeunt. 

SCEKE 7X.— Kenelworth Casik. Sn/cr King 
Henry, Queen Margaret, and Somerset, on Vu ■ 
ierrcux of the castU. 

* K. Hen. Was ever king that joy'd an earthly 

throne, 

* And could onnmand no more content than I ? 

* No sooner was I crept out of my cradle, 

* But 1 was made a king, at nine months old : 
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» Was never subject longed to be a king, 

* As 1 do long and wish to be a subject. 

Enter Buckingham and Cliffind. 

* Buck. Health, and glad tidings, to your ma- 

jesty ! 

* K. Hen, Why, Buckingham, is the traitor, 

Cade, surprisM? 

* Or is he but retir'd to make him strong? 

EnieTf beUno^a great number qfCaide*sJbUowerSf 
with halters about their necks. 

* Clif, He's fled, my lord, and all his powers do 

yield ; 

* And humbly thus, with halters on their necks, 

* Expect your highness* doom, of life, or death. 

* A. Hen. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting 

gates, 

* To entertain my vows of thanks and praise ! — 

* Soldiers, this day have you redeemed your lives, 

* And showM how well you love your prince and 

countiy: 

* Continue still in this'so good a mind, 

* And Henry, though he te infortunate, 

' Assure yourselves, will never be unkind : 

* And so, with thanks, and pardon to you all, 

* I do dianiss you to your several countries. 

^IL God save the king ! God save the king ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

» Mess. Please it year grace to be advertised, 

* The duke of York is newly come from Ireland : 

* And with a puissant and a mi|faty power, 

* Of Gallowglasses, and stout Kenies,^ 

* Is marching hitherward in proud array ; 

* And still proclaimeth, as he comes along, 

* His arms are only to remove from thee 

' The duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor. 

(1) Two orders of foot-soldiers among ^ Irish. 
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* K. Hen. Thus stands my state, 'twixt Cade 

and York distressM ; 

* Like to a ship, that, having scap*d a tempest, 

* Is straightway calm'd and boarded with a pirate ; 

* But now* is Cade dnven back,his men dispersed j 

* And now is York in arms to second him. — 

* I pi-ay thee, Buckingham, go forth and meet him ; 

* And ask him, what's the reason of these arms. 

* Tell him, Til send duke Edmund to the Tower ; — 

* And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither, 

* Until his army be dismissM from him. 

* Horn. My lord, 

* V\\ yield myself to prison willingly, 

* Or unto death, to do my country good. 

* K. Hen. In any case, be not too rough in terms ; 

* For he is fierce, and cannot brook ham language. 

* Buck. I will, my lord ; and doubt not so to deal, 

* As all things shall redound unto your good. 

* K. Hen. Come, wife, let's in, and leam to 

govern better ; 

* For yet may England curse my wretched reign. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVE X— Kent IderCs garden. i^Tn/crCade. 
» Cade. Fie on ambition! fieonmjrself; that have 

* a sword, and yet am ready to famish ! These five 

* days have I hid me in these woods ; and durst not 

* peep out, for all the countiy is lay'd for me ; but 

* now am 1 so hungry, that if I might have a lease 

* of my life for a thousand years, I could stay no 

* longer. Wherefore, on a brick-wall have I climbed 

* into this garden ; to see if I can eat grass, or pick 

* a sallet another while, which is not amiss to cool 

* a man's stcMnach this hot weather. And, I think, 

* this word sallet was bom to do me good : for, 

* many a time, but for a sallet,^ my brain-pan had 

* been cleft with a brown bill ; and, many a time, 

* when I have been dry, and bravely marching, it - 

(1) Only just now. (2) A kind of helmet 
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* haA senred roe instead of a quart-pot to drink 

* in ; and now the word sallct must serve me to 
*ieedoa. 

Enter Iden, with Servants. 

* Iden, Lord, who would live tnrmoiled in the 

court, 

* And may enjoy soch quiet walks as these ? 

* This small inheritance, my feither left me, 

* Contenteth me, and is worth a monarchy. 

* I seek not to wax rreat by others* waning; 

* Or gather wealth, 1 care not with what envy ; 

* Sumceth, that 1 have maintains my state, 

' And sends the poor well-pleased from my gate. 

* Cade. Here*s the lord of the soil come to seize 
' me for a stray, for entering his fee-simple without 

* leave. Ah, villain, thou wilt betray n»c, and get 

* a thousand crowns of the king, for carrying my 

* head to him ; but V\\ make thee eat iron like an 

* ostrich, and swallow my sword like a great pin, 

* ere thou and I part 

* Iden. Why, rude companion, whatsoe'er thou be, 

* I know thee not ; Why then should I betray thee ? 

* Is't not enousfa, to break into my garden, 

* And, like a mief, to come to rob my grounds, 

* Climbing mv walls in spite of me tl^ owner, 

* But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms ? 

Cade. Brave thee ? ay, by the best blood that 
ever was broached, and beard thee too. Look on me 
well : 1 have eat no meat these five days ; yet, come 
thou and thy five men, and if I do not leave you all 
as dead as a door nail, I pray God, I may never 
eat grass more. 

* Iden. Nay, it shall ne'er be said, while England 

stands. 
That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent, 
Took odds to combat a poor famish'd man. • 

* Oppose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mine, 

* See if thou canst out^ce me with thy looks. 

* Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser ; 
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* Thy hand is but a filler to my fist ; 

* Thy leg a stick, comparM with this truncheon ; 

* My foot shall fight with all the stren^ fhou hast; 
And if mine arm be heaved in the air, 

' Thy grave is diffg'd already in the earth. 

* Asformorewords, whose greatnessanswers words, 

* Let this my sword report what speech forbears. 

* Cade. By my valour, the most complete cham- 

* pion that ever 1 heard. — * Steel, if thou turn the 

* edge, or cut not out the burly-boned clown in 

* chuies of beef ere thou sleep in thy sheath, I be- 

* seech God on my knees, thou mayest be turned to 

* hob-nails. [The;/ fight. Cade faUs.] O, 1 am 

* slain ! famine, ana no other, hath slam me : let 
' ten thousand devils come against me, and give 

* me but the ten meals I have lost, and Pd aefy 

* them all. Wither, garden ; and be henceforth a 

* buiying-place to all that do dwell in this house, 

* because the unconquered soul of Cade is fled. 

* Jden, IsU Cade that I have slain, that monstrous 

traitor ? 

* Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 

* And hang thee o*er my tomb, when I am dead : 

* Ne^er shall this blood be wiped from thy point ; 

* But thou shalt wear it as a herald*s coat, 

* To emblaze the honour that thy master got. 

* Cade. Iden, farewell ; and be proud of thy vic- 

* tory ; Tell Kent from me, she hath lost her best 

* man, and exhort all the world to be cowards ; for 

* I, that never feared any, am vanquished by fam- 

* ine, not by valour. [Dies. 

* Iden. How much thou wrongest mo,^ heaven 

be my judge. 

* Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that bare 

thee! 

* And as 1 thrust thy body in with my sword, 

* So wish I, I might thrust thy soul to helL 

(1) t. e. In supposing that I am proud of my vic- 
tory. 
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' Hence will I drag thee headlong hy tbe heels 
' Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grave. 



[Exit, dragging out the body. 



ACT V. 

SCEJ^E L—The $tme. Fields between Darfford 
and Blackheaih, The King's camp on one side. 
On the other J enter York attended, with drum 
and colours : his forces at some distance. 

* York. From Ireland Ihus comes York, to claim 

his right, 

* And pluck the crown from feeble Heniy's head : 

* Ring, bells, aloud ; bum, bonfires, clear and bright, 

* To entertain great England's lawful king. 

Ah, sancta majestas! who would not buy thee dearf 

* Let them obey, that know not how to rule ; 

* This hand was made to handle nous^ht but gold : 

* I cannot give due action to my woros, 

* Elxcept a sword or sceptre balance it,l 

* A sceptre shall it have, have I a soul ; 

* On which I'll toss tbe flower-de-luce of France. 

Enter Buckingham. 

* Whom have we here ? Buckingham, to disturb me ? 

* The king hath sent him, sure : I must dissemble. 

* Buck. York, if thou meanest well, I greet thee 

welL 

* York. Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept thy 

greeting. 
'Art tliou a messenger, or come of pleasure.^ 

* Buck. A messenger from Henry, our dread li^e, 

(j) t. e. Balance my hand. 
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To know the reason of these arms in peace ; 
Or why, thou — being a subject as I am, — 

* Against thj oath ana true allegiance sworn, 

* Should*st raise so great a power without his leavCf 

* Or dare to bring ihjr force so near the court 

* York. Scarce can I speak, my choler' 

is 80 great 

* O, I could hew up rocka, and fight with 

flint, 
' I am 80 angiy at these abject terms ; 

* And now, uke Ajax Telamonius, 

* On sheep or oxen could I spend m^ fiiiy ! V Asiit, 

* I am far better bom than is the king ; 
'More Uke a king, more kingly in my 

thoughts : 
' Bat I must make fair weather yet a while, 

* Till Heniy be more weak, and I more 

strong. — 

* O Buckingham, I pr'ythee, pardon me, 

* That I have given no answer all this while ; 

* My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 

* The cause why I have brought this army hither, 
' Is — to remove proud Scxnerset from the king, 

' Seditious to his grace, and to the state. 

* Buck. That is too much presumption on thy 

part: 
« But if thy arms be to no other cirl, 

* The king hath yielded unto thy demand ; 

* The duke of Somerset is in the Tower. 

York, Upon thine honour, is he prisoner ^ 
Buck. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner. 

* York. Then, Buckingham, 1 do dismiss my 

powers. — 

* Soldiers, I thank you all : disperse yourselves ; 

* Meet me to-morrow in Saint Ceoi^i;'s field, 

* You shall have pay, and ever)' thinj;^ you wish. 

* And let my sovereign, virtuous Hem'y, 

* Command my eldest son, — nay, all iny sons, 
•As pledges of my fealty and love, 

* I'll seiia them all as willing as I live ; 
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* Lamb, goods, bone, armour, any thing I have 

* Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 

* Buck. York, I commend this kind snbmis^oni 
' We twain will go into his highness* tent 

Enter King Henry, attended, 

*K. Hen. Buckingham, doth York intend no 
harm to us, 

* That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm ? 

* York. In all submisdon and humility, 

* York doth present himself unto your highness. 

* K. Hen. Then what intend these forces thoa 

dost bring ? 

* York. To heave the traitor Somerset from 

hence ; 

* And fi^t a^nst that monstrous rebel, Cade, 

* Who smce I heard to be discomfited. 

Enter Iden, with Cade*s head. 

* Iden. If one so rude, and of so mean amditioa, 

* May pass into the presence of a king, 

* Ix), I present your grace a traitor's bead, 

* The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew. 

* K. Hen. The head of Cade ?— Great God, how . 

just art thou ! — 

* O, let me view his visage, being dead, 

* That living wrought me such exceeding trouble. 

* Tell me, my friend^ art thou the man that slew him? 

* Iden. 1 was, an*t like your majesty. 

* K. Hen. How art thou call'd? and what is thy 

d^ree? 

* Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my name ; 
' A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 

* Buck. So please it you, my lord, 'twere not 

amiss 

* He were created knight for his good service. 

* K. Hen. Iden, kneel down. [He kneels.] Rise 

* We give thee for reward a thousand marks ; 

* And will, that thou henceforth attend ou us. 
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' Iden, May Idea live to merit such a bounty. 
And never live but true unto bis liege ! 
^K, Hen, See, Buckingham! Somerset comes 
with the queen ; 

* Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke. 

Enter Queen Maigaret and Somerset 

* Q. Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not hide 

his head, 

* But boldly stand, and front him to his face. 

* York, How now ! Is Sconerset at liberty? 

* Then, York, unloose thy lon^-imprison^d tiioughti, 

* And let thy tcmgue be equal with thy heart 

* Shall I endure the sight of Somerset ? — 

* False kinc! why hast thou broken faith with me, 

* Knowins how hardly I can brook abuse ? 

' King did I call thee ? no, thou art not king ;, 

* Not fit to govern and rule multitudes, 

' Which dar'st not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor. 

* That head of thine doth not beccxne a crown ; 
' Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer*s staff, 

* And not to grace an awful princelv sceptre. 

' That gold must round endrt these brows o( mine; 
' Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles* spear, 

* Is able with the change to kill and cure. 

* Here is a hand to hold a sceptre up, 

* And with the same to act controlling laws. 

* Give place ; by heaven, thou shalt rule no more 
' O^er nim, whom heaven created for thy ruler. 

* Som. O monstrous traitor ! — I arrest thee, York, 
< Of capital treason 'gainst the king and crown : 

» Obey, audacious traitor ; kneel for eracc. 

* York. Would»8t have me kneel? first let me 

ask of these, 
» If they can brook 1 bow a knee to man. — 

* Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail ; 

[Exit an attendant, 

* I know, ere they will have me go to ward,^ 

(1) Custody, confiueincnt. 
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* Thqr'U pawn their swords far my enfiruidiife- 

meat 
' Q. Mar, Call hither Clifford; bid him come 
amain, 

* To say, if that the bastard boys of York 

* Shall be the surety for their traitor father. 

* York. O blood-bespotted Neapolitan, 

* Outcast of Naples, England's bloody scourge ! 

* The sons of York, thy betters in their birth, 

* Shall be their father's bail ; and bane to those 

* That for my surety will refuse the boys. 

Enter Edward and Richard Plantagenet, with 
Jbrces^ at one side; at the other, toilh forces alaOf 
Old Clifibrd and his son, 

* See, where they come ; I'll warrant they'll make 

it good. 

* Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny 

their bail. 

* Cli/. Health and all happiness to my lord the 

kins ! [Kneels. 

* York. I Oiank thee, Clifford : Say, what news 

with thee ? 
'"Nay, do not fright us with an angiy look : 

* We are thy sovereign, Cliffcntl, kneel again ; 

* For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee. 

* CZ*/. This is my king, York, I do not mistake ; 

* But thou mistak'st me much, to think I do : — 

* To Bedlam with him ! is th^man grown mad ? 

*K.Hen. Ay, Clifford; a bedlam and ambitiotu 
humour 
' IVfekes him oppose himself gainst his king. 

* Clif. He is a traitor ; let him to the Tower, 
' And chop away that factious pate of his. 

Q. Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey; 

* His sons, he says, shall give their words for him. 

* York. Will you not, sons? 

Edw. Ay, noble father, if our words will serve. 
' Rich. And if words will not, then our weapons 
shall. 
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* Oif, "Why, what a brood of traitors have we 

here! 

* York. Look in a glass, and call thj image so; 

* I am thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor.-~ 

* Call hither to the stake my two brave bears,* 

* That, with the very shaking of their chains, 

* They may astonish these fell lurking curs ; 

* Bid Salisbuiy, and Warwick, come to me. 

Drvmx, Enter Warwick €md Salisbuiy, toith 
Jbrces. 
« Clif. Are these thy bears ? we'll bait thy bears 
to death, 

* And manacle the bear-ward^ in their chains, 

* If thou dar*st bring them to the baiting-place. 

* i2tcA. Oft have I seen a hot overweening cur 

* Run back and bite, because he was withheld ; 

* Who, bein^ 8uffer*d with the bear's fell paw, 

* Hath clapi?d his tail between his l^s, and ciy'd : 

* And such a piece c^ service will you do, 

* If you oppose yourselves to match lord Warwick. 
*Ciif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested 

lump, 

* As crocked in thy manners as thy shape ! 

* York. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly anon. 

* O^f. Take heed, lest by your heat you bum 

yourselves. 

* K. Hen. Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot 

to bow ?— 

* Old Salisburjr, — shame to thy silver hair, 

* Thou mad misleader of thy brain-sick son ! — 

» What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian, 

* And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles? 

* O, where is faith .^ O, where is loyalty f 
« If it be banish'd from the frosty head, 

* Where shall it find a harbour in the earth ?— v 
» Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 

(1) The Nevils, earls of Warwick, had a bear 
and ragged stafi" for their crest 

(2) Bear-keeper. 
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* And thame thine honourable age with blood ? 

* Why art thou old, and want'st experience ? 

* Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it ? 

* For shame ! in du^ bend thj knee to roe, 

* That bows unto the grave with niickle age. 

* SaL My lord, I have considered with myself 
» The title of this most renowned duke ; 

* And in my conscience do repute his grace 

* The righUul heir to Englana*8 royal seat 

* K. Hen. Hast thou not sworn allegiance unto 

me? 
«Sa/. I have. 

* IL Hen, Canst thou dispense with heaven for 

such an oath ? 

* Sal. It is great sin, to swear unto a sin ; 

* But greater sin, to keep a sinful oath. 

* Who can be bound by any solemn vow 

* To do a murderous deed, to rob a man, 

* To force a spotless virgin's chastity, • 

* To reave the orphan of his patrimony, 

* To wring the widow from her customed right ; 

* And have no other reascm for this wrong, 

* But that he was bound by a solemn oath ? 

Q. Mar. A subtle traitor needs no sophister. 

* K. Hen. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm 

himself. 

* York. Call Buckingham, and all the friends 

thou hast, 

* I am resolvM for death, or dipiitjr. 

* Clif. The first, I warrant thee, if dreams prove 

true. 

* War. You were best to go to bed, and dream 

again, 
To keep thee from the tempesW the field. 

Clif. I am resolv'd to bear a greater itonn, 
Than any thou canst conjure up to-day ; 
And that I'll write upon thy burgonet, 
Miffht I but know thee by thy household badge. 
War, Now, by my fatbei^s badge, old Nevil's 
crest. 
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The rampant bear chain'd to the ragged staff, 
This day Pll wear aloft my burgonet,* 
(As on a mountain-top the cedar shows, 
That keeps his leaves in spite of any storm,) 
Even to aSright thee with the view thereof. 

Clif. And from thy bui^net I'll rend thy bca:\ 
And tread it under foot with all contempt, 

* Despite the bear-ward that protects the bear. 

* Y. Clif. And so to arms, victorious father, 

* To quell the rebels, and their *ccwnplices. 

Rich. Fie ! charity, for shame ! speak not in spite, 
For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night 

* ¥. Otf, Foul stigniatic,3 that's more than thou 

canst tell. 

* Bich. If not in heaven, youMl surely sup in 

hell. [Exeunt severally. 

SCEJ^E //.—Saint Albans. Alarums: Excur- 
nons. Enter Warwick. 

IVar. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwick calls! 
And if thou dost not hide thee from the bear. 
Now, — when the angry trumpet sounds alarm, 
And dead men's cries do fill the empty air, — 
Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with me ! 
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms. 

JEnfcrYork. 

* How now, my noble lord ^ what, all a-foot.' 

* York. The deadly-handed CliAbrd slew my 

steed; 
' But match to match I have encountered him, 

* And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 
' Even of the bonny Ji>east he lov'd so well. 

Enter Clifford. 

* War, Of one or both of us the time is come. 

(1) Helmet 

(2) One on whom nature has set a mark of do* 
formity, a stigma. 
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York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some otlier 

chace. 
For I mjrself must hunt this deer to death, 

IVar. Then, nobly, York ; His for a crown thou 

fip;ht'st— 

* As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day, 

It ffrieves my soul to leave thee unassail'd. 

^ [Exit Warwick 

* aif. What scestthou in me, York? Why dost 

thou pause ? 

* York. With thy brave bearing should I be in love, 

* But that thou art so fast mine enemy. 

* CHjT. Nor should thy prowess want praise and 

citeem, 

* But that tis shown ignobly, and in treason. 

* York. So let it help me now against thy sword, 

* As I in justice and true right express it 1 

• * Clif. My soul and body on the action both ! — 

* York. A dreadful lay !> — address thee instantly. 

[They Jight, and Cliflbrd/o/k 

* Clif. I<«/w» courorme Us ceiwres. [Dies. 

* York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for 

ihou art still. 

* Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will ! 

[ExU. 
Enter Young Clifford. 

* Y. Clif. Shame uid confusion ! all is on the 

rout; 
ear frames disorder, and disorder wounds 
» Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell, 
» Whom angry heavens do make their minister, 
» Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part 
» Hot coals of vengeance ! — Let no soldier fly : 
» He that is truly dedicate to war, 
» Hath no self-love ; nor he, that loves himself, 
» Hath not essentially, but by circumstance, 
» The name of valour. — O, let the vile world end, 
[Seeing his dead father. 

(1) A dreadful wager; a tremendous stake. 
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* And the premised^ flames of the last day 

* Knit earth and heaven together ! 

* Now Jet tlie general trumpet blow his blast, 
» Particularities and petty sounds 

* To cease !-^ — Wast thou ordainM, dear father, 

* To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve^ 

* The silver livery of advised^ age ; 

* And, in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus 

* To die in ruffian battle ? — Even at this sight, 
*My heart is turn'd to stone: and, while *tis 

mine, 

* It shall be stony. York not our old men spares; 

* No more will 1 their babes : tears vii^nal 

* Shall be to n*i even as the dew to fire ; 

* And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims, 

* Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 

* Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity : 

* Meet I an infant of the house of York, 

* Into as many gobbets will I cut it» 

* As wild Medea young Absyrtus did : 

* In cnielty will I seek out my fame. 

* Come, thou new ruin of old Cliflbrd*s house ; 

[Taking vp the body. 

* As did iBneas old Anchises bear, 

* So bear 1 thee upon my manly shoulders ; 

* But then ^neas bare a living load, 

* Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. [Exit. 

Enter Richard Plantagenet and Somerset, Jight^ 
ing, and Somerset is killed. 

Rich. So, lie thou there ; — 

* For, underneath an ale-bouse* paltry sign, 
The Castle in Saint Albans, Somerset 

Hath made the wizard famous in his death.—- 

* Sword, hold thy temper ; heart, be wrathful still : 

* Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill [Etcit, 

(1) Sent befow». their time (2> Slop. 
(3) Obtam. M) Contodenitv 
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Alarums t Excursions. EnierKmgUeary,^peea 
Margaret, and others^ retreating, 

« Q. Mar. Away, my lord ! you are alorr ; fiwr 
shame, away ! 

* K. Hen, Can we outrun the heavens ? g;ood 

Margaret, stay. 

* Q. Mar, What are you made of? you'll not 

fight, nor fly : 

* Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence, 
» To give the enemy way : and lo secure us 

* By what we can, which can no more but fly. 

\Alartan afar off. 

* If you be ta*en, we then should see the bottom 
» Of all our fortunes : but if we haply 'scape 

» (As well we may, if not through your neglect^) 

* We shall to London pet ; where you are lov'd ; 
» And where this breacn, now in our fortunes made, 

* May readily be slopp'd. 

EnXvr Young Clifford. 

» Y, Cl\f. But that my heart's on future mis 
chief set, 

* I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly ; 

* But fly you must ; uncurable discomfit 

* Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts. ^ 

* Away» for your relief! and we will live 

* To see their day, and them our fortune give : 

* Away, my lord, away ! y^xeunt 

SCEJ^E IIL— Fields near Saint Albans. Alar' 
um : Retreat. Flourish ; then enter York, Rich- 
ard Plantagaiet, Warwick, and Soldiers, with 
drum and colours. 

* York. Of Salisbuiy, who can report of him; 

* That winter lion, who, in rage, foi^ets 

* Aged contusions and all brush of tune ^3 

(1) For ^i^es. 

(2) t. e. The gradual detrition of time. 
VOL. V. N 
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* If Salisbuiy be lost. 

* Rich. My noble father, 

* Three times to-da^ I holp him to his horse, 

* Three times bestnd him, thrice I led him off, 

* Persuaded him from any further act } 

* But still, where danger was, still there I met him ; 

* And like rich hangmgs in a homely house, 

* So was his will in hid old feeble body. 

* But, noble as he is, look where he coine& 

Enter Salisbuiy. 

* Scd. Now, by my sword, well hast thou fought 

to-day; 

* By the mass, so did we all. — I thank you, Richard : 

* God knows, how long it is I have to live ; 

* And it hath pleased him, that three times to-day 

* You have defended me fnnn imminent death. 

» Well, lor(b, we have not got that which we have :2 

* 'Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 
» Being opposites of such repairing nature.* 

* York. 1 know, our safety is to follow them : 
' For, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 

* To call a present court of parliament 

' Let us pursue him, ere the writs go forth : — 

* What says lord Warwick 1 shall we af^er them ? 

War, After them .' nay, bef(H« them, if we can. 
Now, by my faith, lords, 'twas a glorious day : 
Saint Albans* battle, w<» by famous York, 
Shall be etemizM in all age to come. — 
Sound, drums and trumpets ; — and to London all : 
And more such days as these to us befall ! [Exeunt. 

(1) t. e. The height of youth : the brow of a hill 
is its summit 

(2) L e. We have not secured that which we 
have acquired. 

(3) t. e. Being enemies that are likely so soon tc 
T and recover themselves from this defeat 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

King Hemy the Sixth : 

Edward, prince of JVdUs, his son, 

Lewis XL king of France. 

Duke of Somerset, 

Duke of Exeter, 

Karl of Oxford, 

Karl of Northumberland, 

Karl of Westmoreland, 

Lord Clifford, 

Richard Planta^net, duke of York. 

Edward, earl of March^ afterwards *| 

King Edward IV. 
Edmund, earl of Rutland, > his sons. 

George, afterwards duke of Clarence, | 
Richard, afterwards duke o/'Glocester, j 
Duke of Norfolk, 



lords on King" Hen- 
ry^s side. 



of the duke of York^s 
party. 



Marquis of Montague, 
Karl of Warwick, 
Karl of Pembroke, 
Lord Hastings, 
Lord Staflbrd, 

IrathMoS.! -ncUsiotHedukco/Tork. 

Hennr, earl of Richmond, a youth. 

Lord Rivers, brother to Lady Grey. Sir William 
Stanley. 5tr John Montgomeiy. Sir John Som- 
erville. Ihttor to Rutland. Mayor qf York. 
Lieuienant of the Tofwer. A JSTobleman. Two 
Keepers. A Huntsman. A Son that has killed 
his father. A Father that has killed his son. 

Queen Margaret 
JLady Grey, after 
Bona, sister to the French queen. 

Soldiers, and other attendants on King Henry and 
King Kdward, Messengers, Watchmen, ^c. 

Scene, during part of the third act, in France , 
during all the rest of the play, in Ktigland. 



Lady Grey, afterwards queen to Kdward IV. 



THIRD PART OF 
KING HENRY VI. 

ACT I. 

SCEJSTE /.—London. The Parliament House. 
Drums. Some soldiers qf York's parUj break 
in. Then, enter the Duke of York, Edward, 
Richard, Norfolk, Montague, Warwick, and 
others^ with white roses in their hats. 

JVdnoick, 

I WONDER, how the king escaped our hands. 
York. While we pursuM the horsemen of the 
north. 
He slily stole away, and leA his men : 
Whereat the great lord of Northumberland, 
Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat, 

* Cheer'd up the drooping army ; and himself, 

* Lord Cliflord, and lord Stafford, all a-breast, 

' Charged our main battle's front, and, breaking in, 

* Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 

E<ho. Lord Stafford's father, duke of Buckingham, 
' Is cither slain, or wounded dangerous : 
I cleft his beaver with a downright blow ; 

* That this is true, father, behold his blood. 

[Showing his bloody sword. 
Jifont, And, brother, here's the earl of Wiltshire's 
blood, [To York, showing his. 

Whom I encounter'd as the battles join'd. 
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Rich. Speak thou for me, and tejl them what I did. 
[Throvoing down the^dvke of Somerset's head. 

* York. Richard hath best deserv'd of all my 

sons. — 
What, is your grace dead, my lord of Somerset? 
J^orf. Such hope have all the line of John of 

Gaunt ! 
Rich. Thus do I hope to shake king Heniy's 

head. 
War. And so do I. — Victorious prince of York, 
B<ifore I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 
I vow by heaven, these eyes shall never close. 
This is the palace of the fearful king, 

* And this the regal seat : possess it, York : 
For this is thine, and not kmg Henry's heirs'. 

York. Assist me then, sweet Warwick, and I 
will; 

* For hither we have broken in by force. 

J^orf. We'll all assist you; he,thatflies,^alldie. 
York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk. — Stay by me, 
my lords ; — 

* And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night 

War. And, when the king comes, oflfer him no 
violence, 

* Unless he seek to thrust you out by force. 

[Tk:y retire. 
» York. The queen, this day, here holds her 
parliament, 
» But little thinks we shall be of her council : 

* By words, or blows, here let us win our right 
Rxdi. Arm'd as we are, let's stay withm this 

house. 
War. The bloody parliament shall this be call'd, 
Unless Plantagenet, auke of York, be king; 
And bashful Henry uepos'd, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 

* York. Then leave me not, my lords; be resolute; 
I mean to take possessicm of my right 

War. Neither the king, nor he that loves him bett, 
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* The proudest be tbat holds op Lancaster, 
Dares stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells,! 

* 1*11 plant Plantacenet, root him up who dares : — 
Resolve thee, Richard ; claim the English crown. 

[Warwick leads York to the throne^ who seats 
himself. 

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northum- 
berland, Westmoreland, Exeter, and others^ with 
red roses in their hats. 

K. Hen. My lords, look |^erethe sturdy rebel sits. 
Even in the chair of staterbelike, he means 
(Backed by the power of Warwick, that false peer,) 
To aspire unto the crown, and reign as king. — 
Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father ; — 
And thine, lord Clifford ; and you both have vow*d 

revenge 
On him, his sons, his fevourites, and his friends. 
* JSTorth. If 1 be not, heavens, be revengMon me ! 
Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifibra mourn in 

steel. 
TVest What, shall we suffer this f \eVs pluck him 
down : 

* My heart for an^er bums, I cannot brook it 

A . Heti. Be patient, gentle earl of Westmoreland. 

CliJ'. Patience is for poltroons, and such as he j 
He durst not sit there had your father liv*d- 
My gracious lord, here in the parliament 
Let us assail the family of York. 

JVorth. Well hast thou spoken, cousin ; be it so. 

K. Hen. Ah, know you not, the city favours them, 
And thev have troops of soldiers at their beck ? 

Exe. But when the duke is slain, they'll quickly fly. 

K. Hen. Far be the thought of this from Heniy's 
heart. 
To make a shambles of the parliament-house! 

(1) Hawks had sometimes little bells hung oa 
them, perhaps to dare the birds ; that is, to £nght 
them from nsing. 
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Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats, 
Shall be the war that Heniy means to use. — 

[l^hey advance to the Duke. 
Thou factious duke of York, descend my throne, 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet; 
I am thy sovereign. 

York. Thou art deceiv'd, I am thine« 

Exe. For shame, come down ; he made thee duka 

of York. 
York. 'Twas my inheritance, as the earldom was. 
Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the <:rown. 
War. Exeter, thou 9t a traitor to the crown, 
In followii^ this usurping Heniy. 
Clif. Wnom should he follow, but his natural 

king? 
War. True, Clifford ; and thaOs Richard, duke 
of York. 

* K. Hen. And shall I stand, and thou sit in my 

throne ? 

* York. It must and shall be sa Content tfayselt 
War. Be duke of Lancaster, let him be lung. 
West He is both king and duke of Lancaster : 

And that the lord of Westmoreland shall maintain. 
War. And Warwick shall disprove it You forget, 
That we are those, which chasM you frcxn the field, 
And slew Tonr fathers, and with colours spread 
MarcnM through the city to the palace gates. 

* JVorih. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief; 
And, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue it 

* fVesi. Piantagenet, of thee, and these thy sons. 
Thy kinsmen, and thy friends, 1*11 have n.ore lives, 
Than drops c^ blood were in my father's veins. 

* CUf. Urge it no more ; lest that, instead of 

words, 
I send thee, Warwick, such a messen^r, 
As shall revenge his death, before I stir. 

* War. Poor Clifford ! how I scorn his worth- 

less threats ! 
York. Will you, we show our title to the crown ? 
If not, our swords shall plead it in the field. 
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JC Hen. Wliat title hast tbou, traitor, to the 
crown? 
Thy father was, a» thou art, duke of York ; 
Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, earl of March : 
I am the son of Henry the Fifth, 
Who made the dauphin and the French to stoop, 
And seizM upon their towns and provinces. 
IVar. Talk not of France, sith' thou hast lost it all. 
K. Hen, The lord protector lost it, and not I ; 
When I was crown'd, I was but nine months old. 
Jiich, You are old enough now, and yet, methinks 
you lose : — 
Father, tear the crown from tiie usurper's head. 
Edto. Sweet father, do so ; set it on your head 
Moni, Good brother, [To York.] as thou lov*8l 
and honour'st arms, 
Let*s fight it out, and not stand cavilling thus. 
Rich, Sound drums and trumpets, and the king 

will fly. 
Tftrk. Sons, peace ! 
K. Hen. Peace thou ! and give king Heniy leave 

to 'speak. 
War. Plantagenet shall speak first : — ^hear him, 
lords; 
And be you silent and attentive too, 
Fot he, that interrupts him, shall not live. 

* K, Hen. Think*st thou, that 1 will leave my 
kingly throne. 
Wherein my grandsire, and my father, sat ? 
No : first shall war unperple this my realm ; 

* Ay, and their colours — often borne in France ; 
And now in England, to our heart's great sorrow, 
Shall be my winding sheet. — Why faint you, lords.' 

* My title's good, and better far th^-ii his. 

iVar. But prove it, Hcniy, and thou shalt be king. 
K. Hen. Heniy the Fourth by conquest got the 

crown. 
York. 'Twas by rebellion against his king. 

(1) Since. 
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K. Hen. I know not what to say ; m^ title's weak. 
Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir ? 
York. What then? 

* K. Hen. An if he may, then am I lawful king : 

* For Richard, in the view of many loi-ds, 
ResignM the crown to Heniy the Fouith; 
"Whose heir my father was, and I am his. 

York. He rose against him," being his sovereign, 
And made him to resign his crown perforce. 

War. Suppose, my lords, he did it unconstrained, 
Think you, 'twere prejudicial to his crown ?^ 

Exe. No ; for he could not so resign his crown, 
But that the next heir shouW succeed and reign. 

K. Hen. Art thou against us, duke of Exeter? 

Ere. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

* York. Why whisper you, my lords, and answer 

not.? 
Exe. My conscience tells me he is lawful king. 
K. Hen. All will revolt from me, and turn to him. 
J^orth. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay'st, 
Think not, that Henry shall be so deposM. 

* IVar. Depos'd he shall be, in despite of all. 
J^orth. Thou art deceived : 'tis not thy southern 

power, 
» Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent,— 
Wh'ch makes thee thus presumptuous and proud, — 
Can set the duke up, in despite of me. 

Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence : 
Mav that ground gape, ai>d swallow me alive, 

* W here I shall kneel to him that slew my father ! 

* K. Hen. O Clifford, how thy words revive my 

heart ! 

York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown : — 
What mutter you, or what conspire you, lords .<* 

War. Do right unto this princely duke of York ; 
Or 1 will fill the house with armed men, 

(1) t. e, Detrimentaf to the general rights of 
hereditary royalty. 
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And, o'er the chair of state, where now he sits. 
Write up his title with usurping blood. 

[He stamps^ and the soldiers show themselves. 

* K. Hen. My lord of Warwick, hear me but 

one word ; — 
' Let me, for this my life-time, reign as king. 

York. Confirm the crown to me, and to mine heirs, 
And thou shalt reig.i in quiet whilst thou Iiv*st 

K. Hen. I am content : Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 

Clif. What wron^ is this unto the prince your son ? 

War. What good is this to England, and himself.^ 

West. Base, fearful, and despairing Heniy ! 

* Clif. How hast thou injured Doth thyself and us ! 
West. I cannot stay to hear these articles. 
J^orth. Nor I. 

Cl\f. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these 
news. 

* West. Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate 

king, 

* In whose cold blood no spark of honour *bides. 
JVbrih. Be thou a prey unto the house of York, 

* And die in bands for this unmanly deed ! 

CUJ'. In dreadful war may*st thou be overcome ! 
Or live in peace, abandoned, and despisM I 

[Exeunt North. Cliff. anJ West. 
» War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them 

not. 
Exe. Thev seek revenge, and therefore will not 

yield. 
K.Hen. Ah, Exeter! 

War. Why should you sigh, mv lord.' 

K. Hen. Not for myselii lord'Warwick, but my 
son. 
Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit 
But, be it as it may : — I here entail 

* The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever, 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 

To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live, 
To honour me as thy king and sovereign ; 
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* And neither by treason, nor hostility, 

* To seek to put me down, and reign thyself. 

York. This oath I willingly take, and will per- 
form. [CmiingJ'rom the throne. 

War. Long live kingHeniy ! — Plantagenet, em- 
brace him. 

* K. Hen. And long live thou, and these thy for- 

ward sons ! 
York. Now York and Lancaster are reconcil'd. 
Exe. Accurs'd be he, that seeks to make them 

foes ! [Senet. The lords come forward. 

* York. Farewell, my gracious lord; 1*11 to my 

castle. 
War. And Pll keep London, with my soldiers. 
JSTorJ". And I to Norfolk, with my followers. 
Moni. And I unto the sea, from whence I came. 
[Exeunt York, and his Sons^ Warwick, Norfolk, 

M(xitague, Soldiers, and Attendants. 
» K. Hen. And I, with grief and sorrow, to the 

court 

Enter Queen Margaret and the Prince of Wales. 

Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks bewray* 
her anger ; 
1*11 steal away. 
K. Hen. Exeter, so will L [Going*. 

* Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me, I will follow tiiee. 
K. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will stay. 

* Q. Mar. Who can be patient in such extremes? 

* Ah, wretched man ! would I had died a maid, 

* And never seen thee, never borne thee son, 

* Seeing thou hast prov*d so unnatural a father ! 

* Hath ne deserv*d to lose his birthright thus.? 
» Hadst thou but lov*d him half so well as I ; 

* Or felt that pain which I did for him once ; 

* C- nouri8h*a him, as 1 did with my blood ; 

* Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood 

there, 

(1) Betray, discover. 
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* Rather than made that savage duke thine heir, 

* And disinherited thine only son. 

» Prince. Father, you caimot disinherit me: 

* If you be king, why should not 1 succeed ? 

* K. Hen. Pardon me, Margaret ; — pardon nie^ 

sweet son ; — 

* The earl of Warwick, and the duke, enforced 

me. 

* Q. Mar. EnforcM thee ! art thou king, and 

wilt be forc'd f 
I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous wretch I 
Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me ; 

* And given unto the house of York such head, 

* As thou shalt reign but by their sufferance. 

* To entail him and his heirs unto the crown, 

* What is it, but to make thy sepulchre, 

* And creep into it far before thy time f 

* Warwick is chancellor, and the lord of Calais ; 
Stem Faulconbridge ccnnmands the narrow seas ; 
The duke is made protector of the realm ; 

* And yet shalt thou be safe ? * such safety finds 

* The trembling lamb, environed with wolves. 

* Had I been there, which am a silly woman, 

' The soldiers should have tossed me on their pikes, 

* Before I would have granted to that act 

» But thou preferr'st thy life before thine honour: 

* And seeing thou dost, 1 here divorce myself, 

* Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed, 

* Until that act of parliament be repealed, 

* Whereby my son is disinherited. 

The northern lords, that have forsworn thy colours, 
Will follow mine, if once they see them spread : 

* And spread they shall be ; to thy foul disgrace, 

* And utter ruin of the house of York. 

»* Thus do I leave thee r^Uome, son, let's away ; 

* Our army's ready ; come, we'll after them. 

K. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me 

speak. 
Q. Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already ; gej 

thee gone. 
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JC Hen, Gentle son Edward, thou wilt staj with 

me? 
Q. Mar. Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies. 
Prince. When I return with victory from the field, 
rU see your grace : till then, I'll follow her. 
Q.sMar. Ccan^^ son, away ; we may not linger 

thus. [Exe. Queen Mar. and the Prince. 
' K. Hen. Poor queen ! how love to me, and to 

her son, 
' Hath made her break out into terms of rs^e ! 

* RevengM may she be cmi that hateful duke ; 

* Whose haugh^ spirit, winged with desire, 

* Will cost my crown, and, like an empty eagle, 

* Tire^ on the flesh of me, and of my son .' 

* The loss of those three lords torments my heart: 

* lUl write unto them, and entreat them fair; — 

* Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger. 

* Exe. And I, I hope, shall reconcile them all. 

[Exeunt, 

SCEJ^E n.—A room in Sandal Castle, near 
IFakeJieldyin Yorkshire. £n/cr Edward, Rich- 
ard, and Mcmtague. 

* Rich. Brother, though I be youngest, give me 

leave. 
Edw. No, I can br;tter play the orator. 
MonL But I have reasons strong and forcible. 

Enter York. 

' York. Why, bow now, sons and brother, at a 
strife? 
What is your quarrel ? how began it first ? 

* Edw. No quarrel, but a slight contention. 
York. About what? 

' Rich. About that which concerns your grace, 
and us; 

* The crown of EngUnd, father, which is yours. 

* York. Mine, boy? not till king Heniy be dead 

(1) Peck. 
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* Rich. Your right depends not on his life, or 

death. 

* Edw. Now you are heir, flierefore enjoy it now : 

* By giving the house of Lancaster leave to breathe, 

* It will outrun you, father, in the end. 

* York. I took an oath, that he should quietly 

reign. 

* Edw. But, for a kingdom, any oath may be 

broken: 
' rd break a thousand oaths, to reign one year. 
*Rich. No; God forbid, your grace should be 

forsworn. 
' York. I shall be, if I claim by open war. 

* Rich. I'll prove the contraiy, if you'll hear me 

speak. 

* York. Thou canst not, son ; it is impossible. 

* Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not took 

* Before a true and lawful magistrate, 

* That hath authori^ over hun that swears : 

* Henry had none, but did usurp the place ; 

* Then, seeing 'twas he that made you to depose, 

* Your oath, ray lord, is vain and frivolous. 

* Therefore, to arms. * And, &ther, do but think, 
» How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown ; 

* Within whose circuit is Elysium, •^ 

* And all that poets feign of bliss and joy. 

* Why do we Imger thus f I cannot rest, 

» Until the white rose, that I wear, be died 

* Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart 

' York. Richard, enough ; I will be king, or 
die. — 

* Brother, thou shalt to London presentiy, 

* And whet on Warwick to this enterprise. — 

' Thou, Richard, shalt unto the duke of Norfolk, 

* And tell him privily of our intent. — 

* You, Edward, shall unto my lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentish-men will willingly rise : 

* In them I trust ; for they are soldiers, 
Wittyi and courteous, liberal, full of spirit. — 

(1) Of sound judgment 
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« While you are thus employ'd, what restelh more, 
' But that I seek occasion how to rise ; 

* And yet the king not privy to n)y drift, 

* Nor any of the house of Lancaster? 

Enter a Messenger. 

* But, stay ; What news ? Why com'st thou m such 

post? 

* Mess. The queen, with all the northern earls 

and loras, 

* Intend here to beside you in your castle : 

* She is hard by with twenty thousand men ; 

* And therefore fortify your hold, my lord. 

* York. Ay, with my sword. What ! Ihink'st 

thou, that we fear them ? — 
« Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me ;— 

* My brother Montage shall post to London : 

* Let noble WarwicK, Cobham, and the rest, 
» Whom we have left protectors of the king, 

* With powerful policy strengthen themselves, 

* And trust not simple Henrv, nor his oaths. 

* Mont. Brother, I go; I'll win them, fear it not: 

* And thus most humbly 1 do take my leave. \Ex, 

Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer. 

York. Sir John, and sir Hugh Mortimer, mine 
uncles ! 

* You are come to Sandal in a happy hour; 
The army of the queen mean to besiege us. 

Sir John. She shall not need, we'll meet her in 
the field. 

* York. What, with five thousand men ? 
Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need. 

A woman's general ; what should we fear f 

[A march afar off". 

* Edw. I hear their drums ; let's set our men in 

order; 
< And issue forth, and bid them battle straight 

* York. Five men to twenty ! — though tfie odds 

be great, 
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* I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 

* Many a battle have I won in France, 

* When as the enemy hath been ten to one ; 

* Why should I not now have the like success? 

[Alarum, ExeuiU, 

SCEJVJEJ III.— Plains near Sandal Castle. Alar^ 
vms: Excursions. Enter Rutland, and his 
Tutor. 

*RuL Ah, whither shall I fly to *scape their 
hands.? 
Ah, tutor ! look, where bloody Cllflbrd comes ! 

Enter Clifford, and Soldiers. 

Cliff. Chaplain, away ! thy priesthood saves thy 
life. 
As for the brat of this accursed duke. 
Whose father slew my father, — ^he shall die. 

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 

Cliff'. Soldiers, away with him. 

' Tut. Ah, Clifford ! murder not this innocent 
child, 
' Lest thou be hated both of God and man. 

[Exit, forced off by Soldiers. 

Oif. How now ! is he dead already } Or, is it fear, 
That makes him close his eyes ? — I'll open thenL 

* Rut. So looks the pent-up lion o'er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws : 
And so he walks, insulting o'er his prey ; 
' And so he comes to rend his limbs a5under.<— 

* Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword, 
And not with such a cruel threat'ning look. 
Sweet Clifibrd, hear me speak before I die ; — 
I am too mean a subject for thy wrath, 

Be thou reveng'd on men, and let ine live. 
Clif. In vain thou speak'st, poor boy ; my father's 
blood 
Hath stopp'd the passage where thy words should 
enter. 
Ttut. Then let my father's blood open it again 

VOL. V. O 
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He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 

Clif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives, and 
thine, 
Were not revenge sufficient for me ; 
No, if I digg'd up thy forefathers' graves, 
And hung their rotten coti^s up in chains, 
It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my heart. 
The sight of any of the house of York 
Is as a fury to tonnent my soul ; 
* And till 1 loot out their accursed line, 
' And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 
Therefore [Lifting his hand. 

Rut. O, let me pray before 1 take my death :— 
To thee I pray ; Sweet Clifford, pity me ! 

Clif. Such pity as mv rapier's point affords. 

* Rut. I never did thee harm ; Why wilt thou 
slay me f 

Clif. Thy father hath. 

Rut But Uwas ere I was bom. 

Thou hast one son, for his sake pity me ; 
Lest, in revenge thereof, — sith^ GckI is just,— 
He be as miserably slain as I. 
Ah, let me live in prison all my days ; 
And when I give occasion of offence. 
Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause. 

CSt/! No cause .^ 
Thy father slew my father ; therefore, die. 

[Clifford stabs him. 

Rut Diijaeianit laudis summa sit isfa iucs.'^ 

[Dies, 

Clif. Plantagenet ! I come, Plantagenet ! 
And this thy sen's blood cleaving to my blade, 
Shall rust up<m my weapon, till thy blood, 
Ccmgeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both. 

[Exit, 

(1) Since. 

(2) Heaveo grant this may be your greatest boast 

Ovid.EpisL 



Scene IF, KING HENRY VI. 213 

SCEJ^TE IV, —The same. AUxrunu- Enter York. 

* York. The army of the queen hath got the field : 
' My uncles both are slain in rescuing me ; 
' And all my followers to the eager foe 

* Turn back, and fly, like ships before the wind, 

* Or lambs pursued by hunger-starved wolves. 

* My sons— God knows, wlwit hath bechanced them : 
But this I know,— they have demean*d themselves 
Like men bom to renown, by life, or death. 

* Three times did Richard make a lane to me ; 
And i!tmce cinedi-'Covrage^ father ! Jight it out! 

* And full as oft came Edward to my side, 
With purple falchion, painted to the hilt 

* In blood of those that had encouiiter*d him : 
' And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 

* Richard cried, — Charge i and give no foot of 

ground! 

* And cri«i,— ^ crotwi, or else a glorious tomb! 

* A scepire, or an earthly sejmUJire ! 
With this we char^M again : but, out, alas ! 

* We bodg'dl again ; as I have seen a swan 
' With bootless kbour swim against the tide. 
And spend her strength with over-matching waves. 

[A short alarum within. 

* Ah, hark ! the fatal followers do pursue ; 

' And I am faint, and cannot fly their fury : 

* And, were I strong, I would not shun their fuiy : 
' The sands are numbered, that make up my life ; 

' Here must I stay, and here my life must end. 

Enter Queen Margaret, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and Soldiers. 

* Come, bloody Clifford,— roughNorthumberland,— 

* I dare your quenchless fuir to more rage ; 
' I am your butt, and I abioB your shot. 

^orth. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet 
Oif. Ay, to such mercy, as his ruthless ann, 

(1) i. e. We boggled, made bad or bungling work 
of our attempt to rally. 
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"With downright payment, showM unto my father. 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car, 
And made an evening at the noontide prick J 
York. My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring forth 

* A bird that will revenge upon you all : 

* And, in that hope, I throw mine eyes to heaven, 
Scorning whatever you can afflict me with. 

* Why come you not? what! multitudes, and fear? 

Clif. So cowards fight, when they can fly no 
further ; 

* So doves do peck the falcon's piercing talons ; _ 
So desperate tnieves, all hopeless of their lives, 
Breathe out invectives 'gainst the officers. 

York. O, Clifford, but bethink thee once again, 

* And in thy thought o'er-run my former time : 

* And, if mou canst for blushing, view this face ; 
And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with 

cowardice, 

* Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere this. 

Clif. I will not bandy with thee word for word ; 
But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one. 

[Draws. 
Q. Mar. Hold, valiant Clifford ! for a thousand 
causes, 
I would prolong a while the traitor's life : — 
Wrath makes him deaf: speak thou, Northumber- 
land. 
JVbrfA. Hold, Clifford; do not honour him so 
much. 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart : 
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin. 
For one to thrust his hand between his teeth. 
When he might spurn him with his foot away ? 
It is war's prire to take all vantMjes ; 

* And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 

[They lay hands <m York, who struggles. 
Gif. ky, ay, so strives the woodcock with the gin. 



(1) Noontide point on the diaL 
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Jforih. So doth the coney struggle in the net 

[York is taken prisoner, 
York. So triumph thieves upon their conquerM 
booty; 
So true men' yield, with robbers so o'er-match*d. 
JSTorlh. What would your grace have done unto 

him now f 
Q. Mar. Brave warriors, Cliflbrd, and Northum- 
berland, 
Come, make him stand upon this mole-hill here ; 

* That raught^ at mountains with outsti-etched arms, 
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand. — 

* What ! was it you, that would be England^s king? 
.Was't you that revellM in our parliament. 

And made a preachment of your high descent ? 
Where are your mess of sons to back you now ; 
The wanton Edward, and the lusty George ? 

* And Where's that valiant crook-back prwligy, 
Dicky your boy, that, with his grumbling voice, 
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ? 

Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland? 
Look, York ; I stainM this napkin' with the blood 
That valiant Clifford, with his rapier's point, 
Made issue from Ae bosom of the boy ; 
And, if thine eyes can water for his death, 
I give thee this to diy thy cheeks withal. 

* Alas, poor York ! but that I hate thee deadly, 
I shoula lament thy miserable state. 

I pr*ythee, grieve, to make me mcny, York : 
Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and dance. 
What, hath thy fiery heart so parch*d thine entrails. 
That not a tear can fall for Rutland's death ? 

* Why art thou patient, man? thou should'st be mad; 

* Andf I, to make thee mad, do nHx:k thee thus. 
Thou would'st be fee'd, I see, to make me sport; 
York cannot speak, unless he wear a crown. — 

A crown for York; and, lords, bow low to him. — 

(1) Honest men. (2) Reached. 

(3) Handkerchief! 
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Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it cm. — 

^Putting a paper crown on his head. 
Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king ! 
Ay, this is he that took king Henry's cluur; 
And this is he was his adopted heir. — 
But how is it that great Pfantagenet 
Is crown'd so soon, and broke his solemn oath ? 
Ab I bethink me, you should not be king, 
Till our king Henty had shook hands with death. 
And will you pale^ your head in Heniy's gloi^', 
And rob his temples of the diadem. 
Now in his life, against your holy oath ? 
O, 'tis a fault too too unpardonable .' — 
Off with the crown ; and, with the crown, his head ; 
And, whilst we breathe, take time to do him dead.3 

Clif. That is my office, for my father's sake. 

Q. Mar. Nay, stay; let's hear the orisons he 
makes. 

York. She-wolf of France, but worse than 
wolves of France, 

* Whose tongue more poisons than the adder's tooth ! 
How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex, 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

* Up<Mi their woes, whom fortune captivates } 
But that thy face is, visor-like, unchanging, 
Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 

I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush : 
To tell thee whence thou cam'st, of whom deriv'd, 
Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou not 

shameless. 
Thy father beais the tvpe* of king of Naples, 
Of both the Sicils, and Jerusalem ; 
Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult .' 
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen ; 
Unless the adage must be verified, — 
That beggars, mounted, run their horse to death. 

(1) Impale, encircle with a crown. 

(2) Kill him. (3) The distinguishing mark. 
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Tib beaatr, that doth oft make women prood ; 
Bat, God be knows, thy share thereof a small : 
*Ti8 rirtue, that doth inake them most admir'd ; 
The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at : 
*Ti8 government,! that makes them seem divine ; 
The want thereof makes thee abominable : 
Thoa art as opposite to eveiy good, 
As the Antipodes are unto us. 
Or as the south to the septentrion.^ 
O, tiger's heart, wrapped in a woman^s hide ! 
How coald*st thou drain the life-blood of the child, 
To bid the &ther wipe his eyes withal. 
And yet be seen to bear a woman^s face ? 
Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ; 

* Thou, stem, obdurate, flin^, rough, remorseless. 

* 6id*st thou me rage? why, now thwi hast thy wish : 
' Would^st have me weep ? why, now thou hast thy 

will: 

* For raging wind blows up incessant showers, 
And, when the rage allays, the rain begins. 
These tears are my sweet Rutland's obaeuuies ; 

* And every drop cries vengeance (or his death, — 
' ^Gainst thee, fell Clifford, — and thee, false French- 

w<»nan. 
^otih. Beshrewnie,buthis passions' moveme so, 
That hardly can I check mv eyes from tears. 

York. That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch*d, would not have stainM 

with blood : 
But you are nK»e inhuman, more inexorable, — 
O, ten times more, — ^than tigers of Hjrrcania. 
See, ruthless queen, a hapless father*s tears : 
This cloth thou dipp'dst in blood of my sweet boy, 
And I with tears do wash the blood away. 
Keep thou the napkin, and eo boast of this : 

[He gives back the handkerchUf, 

' (1) Government, in the language of the time, sig- 
nified evenness of temper, and decency of manners. 
(2) The north. (3) Sufferings. 
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And, if thou tell'st the heavy story right, 
Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears ; 
Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears, 
And say, — Alas, it was a piteous deed ! — 
There, take the crown, and, with the crown, my 

curse; 
And, in thy need, such comfort come to thee. 
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand ! — 
Hard-hearted Clifibrd, take me from the world ; 
My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads ! 
JSTorth. Had he been slaughter-man to all my kin, 

* I should not for my life but weep with him, 
To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. 

Q. Mar. "What, weeping-ripe, my lord Northum- 
berland ? 
.Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 
And that wiU quickly dry thy melting tears. 
Clif. Here's for my oath, here's for my father's 
death. [Stabbing him. 

Q. Mar. And here's to right our gentle-l^arted 
king. [Stabbing him, 

York. Open thy gate of mercy, mcious God ! 

* My soul flies through these woimds to seek out 

thee. [Dies. 

Q. Mar, Off with his head, and set it on York 
gates; 
So York may overlook the town of York. [ Exeunt. 



ACT n. 

SCEJ^E I. — A plain near Mortimer's Cross, in 
Herefordshire. Drums. Enter Edward, and 
Richard, with their forces, marching: 
» Edw. I wonder, how our princely father 'scap'd • 

* Or whether he be 'scap'd away, or no, . 

* From Clifford's and Northumberiand's pursuit ; 

* Had he been ta'en, we should have beard the 

' news; 
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Had be been slain, we should hare beard die news 

* Or, had he 'scaped, metbinks, we should have 

heard 
» The happy tidings of his good escape. — 

* How fares my brother ? why is he so sad ? 

Rich. I cannot joy, until 1 be resolv'd 
Where our right valiant father is beconne. 

* I saw him in the battle range about ; 

* And watchM him, how he singled Clifibrd forth. 

* Methought, he bore him' in the thickest troop, 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat :2 

* Or as a bear, encompassed round with dogs ; 

* Who having pinch'd a few, and made them ciy, 

* The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 

* So far'd our father with his enemies ; 

* So fled his enemies my warlike father ; 

* Methinks, 'ti:* prize enough to be his son. 
See, how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farewell of the glorious sun !* 

* How well resembles it the prime of youth, 

* Trimm'd like a younker, prancing to his love ! 
Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three suns f 
Rich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect 

sun; 
Not separated widi the racking clouds,^ 
But sever'd in a pale clear-shining sky. 
See, see ! they jom, embrace, and seem to kiss, 
As if ttiey vow'd some league inviolable : 
Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun. 
In dus the heaven figures some event. 
• Edw. Tis wondrous strange, the'Iike yet never 
heard of. 
I think, it cites us, brother, to the field : 
That we, Hae sons of brave Plantagenet, 

(1) Demeaned himself. 



(2) Neat cattle ; cows, oxen, &c. 



(3) Aurora takes for atimeher farewell of the son, 
when she dismisses him to his diurnal course. 

(4) t. e. The clouds in rapid tumultnaiy motioD. 
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' Eadi one already blazing by our meeds,! 
Should, notwithstanding, join our lights together, 

* And over-shine the eiLrth, as this the wond. 

*■ Whatever it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upcm mv target thiee fair shining suns. 
*Rick, Nay, bear three daughters; — ^by your 
leave I speak it, 

* You love the breeder better tiban the male. 

Enter a Messenger. 

* But what art thou, whose heavy looks foretel 
' Some dreadful story hanging on thv tongue ? 

Mess. Ah, one that was a woful looker-on. 
When as the noble duke of York was slain, 

* Your princely father, and my loving lord. 

* Edw. O, speak no more ! for I luive heard too 

much. 
' Rich, Say bow he died, for I will hear it alL 
' Mess. Environed he was with many foes ; 

* And stood against them as the hope of Trov^ 

* Against the Greeks, that would have enter'dTroy. 

* But Hercules himself must yield to odds ; 

* And many strc^es, thou^ with a Uttle axe, 

* Hew down and fell the hardest-timberM oak. 
' By many hands your father was subduM ; 

* But only slaughtered bv the ireful arm 

* Of unrelenting Clifford, and the queen : 

' Who crownM the gracious duke in high despite ; 
LaughM in his face; and, when with grief he wept, 
The ruthless queen gave him, to drv his cheeks, 

* A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 

*0f sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford slam. 
' And, after many scorns, many foul taunts, 
' They took his head, and on the gates of York 
' They set the same; and there it doth remain, 
' The saddest spectacle that e^er I viewed. 

Edw. Sweet duke of York, our prop to lean npons 
' Now thou art gone, we have no staiff, no stay :— 

(1) Merit (2) Hector. 
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» O Clifford, boi«t'rous Clifford, thou hast dain 

* The flower of Europe for his chivalry ; 

* And treacherously hast thou vanquish^ him, 

* For, hand to hand, he would have vanquished 

thee!— 
Now my soul's palace is beccnne a prison : 
Ah, would she break from hence ! that this my bodj 

* Might in the ground be closed up in rest : 

* For never henceforth shall I joy again, 

* Never, O never, shall 1 see more joy. 

* Ridi. I cannot weep ; for all ray body's moistui« 
Scarce serves to quench my fumace-buming heart : 
•Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great 

burden; 

* For self-same wind, that I should speak withal, 

* Is kindling coals, that fii-e all my breast, 

* And bum me up with flames, that tears would 

quench. 

* To weep, is to make less the depth of grief: 

* Tears, men, for babes; blows, and revenge, for 

me! — 
« Richard, 1 bear thy name, I'll venge thy death, 

* Or die renowned bv attempting it. 

Edw. His name tnat valiant duke hath left with 
thee ; 

* His dukedom and his chair with me is left 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird. 
Show thy descent by gazing 'gaiast the sun : 
For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom say ; 
Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. 

J^rch. EnUr Warwick and MoataguA, toilh 
forces. 
War. How now, fair lords .^ What fare ? what 
news abroad ^ 

* Ridi. Great lord of Warwick, if we should 

recount 
Our baleful news, and, at each word's deliverance, 
Stab p(miard8 in our flesh till all were fold. 
The words would add more anguish than the 

wounds. 
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valiant lord, the duke of York is slain. 

Edw. O Warwick ! Warwick ! that Plantagenei, 
Which held thee dearly, as his souPs redemption. 
Is by the stern lord Cliflbrd done to death'. 

W'ar, Ten days ago I drownM these news in 
tears: 
And now, to add more measure to your woes, 

1 come to tell you things since then befairn. 
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought. 
Where your brave father breath'd his latest gasp, 
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run. 
Were brought me of your loss, and his depart 

I then in Loudon, keeper of the king, 
MusterM my soldiers, gather'd flocks of friends, 
And veiT well appointed, as I thought, 
MarchM towards Saint Albans, to intercept the 

queen. 
Bearing the king in my behalf along : 
For by my scouts I was advertised. 
That she was coming with a full intent 
To dash our late decree in prliament, 

* Touching king Henry's oath, and your succession. 
Short tale to make,— we at Saint Albans met. 
Our battles join'd, and both sides fiercely fought : 
But, whether *twas the coldness of the king. 
Who look'd full gently on his warlike queen. 
That robbM my soldiers of their hated spleen ; 
Or whether 'twas report of her success ; 

Or more than common fear of Cliflbrd's rigour, 

* Who thunders to his captives— blood and death, 
I cannot judge : but, to conclude with truth. 
Their weapons like to lightning came and went; 
Our soldiers'— like the night-owl's laiy flight, 

* Or like a laiy thrasher with a flail, — 

Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends. 
I cheer'd them up with justice of our cause. 
With promise of high pay, and great rewards : 
But all in vain; they had no heart to fight, 

(1) Killed. 
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And we, in them, no hope to win the day, 
So that we fled ; the kiiig, unto the queen ; 
Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and myself^ 
In haste, post-haste, are come to join with you; 
For in the marches here, we heard, you were, 
Making another head to %ht ag^n. 
* JEmvo. Where is the duke of Norfolk, gende 
Warwick ? 
And when came George from Burgundy to Eng- 
land ? 
' War, Some six miles off the duke is with the 
soldiers : 
And for your brother, — ^he was lately sent 
From your kind aunt, duchess of Burgundy, 
' With aid of soldiers to this needful war. 
Rick, *Twas odds, belike, when valiant War- 
wick fled : 
Oibhave I heard his praises in pursuit. 
But ne'er, till now, his scandal of retire. 

War. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou 
hear : 
For thou shalt know, this strong right hand of mine 
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry's head, 
And wring the awful sceptre from his fist ; 
Were he as famous and as bold in war. 
As he isfam'd for mildness, peace, and prayer. 
Bidi. I know it well, lord Warwick: blame me 
not; 
'Tis love, I bear thy glories, makes me speak. 
But, in this troublous time, what's to be aone.' 
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel. 
And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns. 
Numbering our Ave-Maries with our beaob ^ 
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms ? 
If for the last, say — Ay, and to it, lords. 

War. Why, therefore Warwick canje to seea 
you out; 
And therefore oxnes my brother Montague. 
Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen. 
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With Clifford, and the haught^ Northumberland, 
And of their feather, many more proud birds, 
Have wrought the easy-melting kmg like wax. 
He swore consent to your succession, 
His oath enrolled in the parliament ; 
And now to London all me crew are gone, 
To frustrate both his oath, and what ^ide 
May make against the house of Lancaster. 

* Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong: 
Now, if the help of Norfolk, and myself. 

With all the friends that thou, brave earl of March, 
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure, 

* Will but amount to five and twenty tnousand. 
Why, via ! to London will we march amain ; 
And once again bestride our foaming steeds, 

* And once e^in cry — Chai^ up(Mi our foes ! 
But never once again turn back, and fly. 

Rich. Ay, now, methinks, 1 bear great Warwick 
speak ; 
Ne'er may he live to see a sunshine day, 

* That cries— Retire, if Warwick bid him stay. 

Edw. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I lean ; 

* And when thou falPst fas God forbid the hour !) 
Must Edward fell, which peril heaven forefend ! 

War. No Icmgerearl of March, butdukeof Yoric; 

* The next degree is, England's royal throne : 
For king of ES^land slialt thou be proclaimed 
In every borou^ as we pass along ; 

And he that throws not up his cap for loy, 

* Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head. 
King Edward, — ^valiant Richard, — ^Montague, — 
Stay we no Icmger dreaming of renown, 

* But sound the trumpets, and about our task. 

* Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard 
as steel 
» (As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds,) 
» I come to pierce it,— or to give thee mine. 



(1) Lofty. 
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* Edw. Then strike up, drums ; — God, and Saint 

George, for us I 

Enter a Messenger. 

War. How now ? what news ? 

j\iess. The duke of Norfolk sends you word by 
me. 
The queen is coming with a puissant host? 
And craves your company for speedy counsel. 

* War. Why then it sorts,^ brave warrion : 

Let*8 away. [Exeunt 

SCE^TE IlSeforeYoik. £n/«r King Heniy, 
Queen Margaret, the Prince of Wales, Clifibra, 
tmd Northumberland, toUh forces. 

Q. Jtfar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave town 
of York. 
Yonder's the head of that arch-enemy, 
That sought to be encompass'd with your crown : 
* Dotii not the object cheer vour heart, my lord } 

* K. Hen. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear 

their wreck; — 
To see this sight, it irks my veiy soul. — 
Withhold revenge, dear God ! *tis not my fault, 
Not wittingly have I infring'd my vow. 

CH\f. mj gracious lieee, this too much lenity, 
And haimnil pi^, must be laid aside. 
To whom do Rons cast their gentle looks .' 
Not to the beast that would usurp their den. 
Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick } 
Not his, that spoils her young before her face. 
Who *8capes me lurking serpents mortal sting } 
Not he, that sets his foot upon her back. 
The smallest worm will turn, bein^ trodden on ; 
' And doves will peck, in safeguard of their brood. 
Ambitious York did level ^t thy crown, 
Thou smiling, while he knit his angry brows : 
He, but a duke, would have his son a king, 

(1) Why then things are as they should be. 
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And raise his issue, like a lovinr sire ; 

Thou, being a kin^:, blessM with a goodly son, 

Didst yield consent to disinherit him, 

* Which ai^ed thee a nrKwt unloving father. 
Unreasonable creatures feed their young : 
And though man^s face be fearful to their eyes. 
Yet, in protection of their tender ones. 

Who hath not seen them (even wiih those wngs 

* Which sometime thev have us'd with fearful flight,) 
Make war with him that climbed unto their nest. 
Offering their own lives in their young's defence ? 
For shame, my liege, make them your precedent ! 
Were it not pity tl^t this goodly boy 

Should lose his birthright by his father's fault; 
And long hereafter say unto his child, — 
W7ta/ mv great-grandfather and grandsire got. 
My careless father fondly^ gave away ? 
Ah, what a shame were this ! Look on the boy ; 
And let his manly face, which pr(»niseth 
Successful fortune, steel thy melting heart, 
To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 
K. Hen. Full well hath Clifford play'd the orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

* But, Clifford, tell me, didst thou never hear, — 
That things ill got had ever bad success ? 

And happy always was it for that son, 
Whose father for his hoarding went to hell ? 
f HI leave my son my virtuous deeds behind ; 
And 'would, my father had left me no more ! 
For all the rest is held at such a rate, 

* As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep, 

* Than in possession any jot of pleasure. 

Ah, cousin York ! 'would thy best friends did know, 
' How it doth f;rieve me that thy head is here .' 
* Q. Mar. My lord, cheer up your spirits; our 
foes are nigh, 

* And this soft courage makes your followers foint 
' You promis'd knighthood to our forward soo ; 

(1) Foolishly. 
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< Unsbeatb your sword^ and dub him preteatljr. — ^ 
Edward, kneel down. 

K. Hen. Edward Plantagenet, arise a knight; 
And learn this lesson, — Draw thy sword in nght 

Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly leave, 
ni draw it as apparent to the crown, 
And in that quarrel use it to the death. 

Cl{f. Why, that is spoken hke a toward prince. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Royal commanders, be in readiness : 

* For, with a band of thirty thousand men. 
Clones Warwick, backing of the duke of York ; 
And, in the towns as they do march along. 
Proclaims him king, and many fly to him : 

* Darraign your baUle,i for they are at hand. 

Cl\f. I would, your highness would depart the 
field; 
The queen hath best success when you are absent. 
Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to our 

fortune. 
JfiC. Hen. Why, that's my fortune too; therefore 

nistay. 
^orih. Be it with resolution then to fight. 
Prince. My royal father, cheer these noble knrds, 
And hearten those that fight in your defence : 
Unsheath your sword, good father; cry, Saint 
George! 

March. Enter Edward, George, Richard, War 
wick, Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. 

* Edw. Now, perjur*d Heniy ! wilt thou knee 
for grace, 
' And set tliy diadem upon my head ; 

* Or bide the mortal fortune of the field ? 

Q. Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud insulting boy ! 

* Bec(nnes it thee to be thus bold in terms, 

* Before thy sovereign, and thy lawful king ? 

(1) t. «. Arrange your host, put your host in order 

VOL. V. P 
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« Edw. I am his king, and he should bow his knee.: 
T was adopted heir by his consent : 
Since when, his oath is broke ; for, as I hear, 
You — that are king, though he do wear the crown,— 
Have causM him, by new act of parliament, 
To blot out me, and put his own sou in. 

* Clif. And reason too ; 

Who should succeed the father, but the son ? 

* Rich. Are you there, butcher? — O, I cannot 

speak .' 
' Gtf. Ay, crook back ; here I stand, to answer 

thee, 
' Or any he the proudest of Ay sort 
Rich, 'Twas you that killed young Rutland, wag 

it not ? 
Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied. 
Rich, For God^s sake, lords, give signal to the 

fight 
War, What say*stthoo, Henry, wilt thou yield 

the crown ? 

* Q. Mar. Why, how now, long-tongued War- 

,wick ? dare you speak ? 
When you and I met at Saint Albans last, 
* Your legs did better service than your hands. 
War, Then 'twas my turn to fly, and now 'tit 

thine. 
dif. You said so much before, and yet you fled. 
War, 'Twas not your valour, Cliflford, drove ma 

thence. 
' JVof^. No, nor your manhood, that durst make 

vou stay. 
Rich. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently ; — 
Break off the parle ; for scarce I can refrain 
The executicm of my big-swoln heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer. 

CKf, I slew thy father : CalPst thou him a child f 
Rich, Ay, like a dastard, and a trcacheroui 
coward. 
As Ibou didst kill our tender brother Rutland ; 
But, ere sun-set, V\\ make thee curse the deed. 
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K. Hen. Have done with words, my lords, and 

hear me speak. 
Q. Mar. Defy them then, or else hold close thr 

lips. 
K. Hen. I pr'ythec, give no limits to my tongue ; 
I am a king, ana privilegM to speak. 
CUf. My liege, the wound, that bred this meeU 
ing here, 
Cannot be cur'd by words ; therefore be still. 

Rich. Then, executioner, unsheath thy sword i 
Byhim that made us all, I am resolv'd,* 

* That Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue. 

* Edw. Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or no.? 
A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day, 
That ne'er shall dine, unless thou yield the crown. 

IVar. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head ; 
For York in justice puts his armour on. 

* Prince. If that be right, which Warwick says 

is right, 
There is no wrcmg, but every thing is right 

lUcIi. Whoever got thee, there thy mother stands, 
For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother's tongue. 
Q. Mar. But thou art neither like thy wre, nor 
dam; 
But like a foul misshapen stigmatic, 
Mark'd by the destinies^ to I^ avoided, 

* As venom toads, or lizards' dreadful stings. 

Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with English gilt,^ 
Whose father bears the title of a king 
(As if a channeH should be call'd the sea,) 

* Sham'st thou not, knowing whence thou art ex- 

traught, 

* To let thy tongue detect thy base-bom heart ?< 

(1) It is my firm persuasion. 

(2) One branded by nature. 

(3) Gilt is a superficial covering of gold. 

(4) Kennel was then pronounced channel. 

(5) To show thy meanness of birth by thy indei 
cent railing. 
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Edw. A wisp of straw were worth a thousand 
crowns, 
To make this shameless callet' know herself. — 

* Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 

* Although thy husband may be Menelaus;^ 

* And ne*er was Agamemnon*s brother wrongM 

* B^ that false woman, as this king by thee. 

* His father reveled in the heart of France, 

And tamM the king, and made the dauphin stoop ; 
And, had he matched according to his state, 
He might have kept that glory to this day : 
But, when he took a beggar to his bed. 
And gracM thy poor sire with his bridal day ; 
' Even then that sunshine brew'd a shower for him, 

* That washed his father^s fortunes forth of France, 
And heaped sedition on his crown at home. 

* For what hath broach'd this tumult, but thy pride f 
Hadst thou been meek, our tide still had slept ; 
And we, in pity of the gentle king. 

Had slippM our claim until another age. 
* Geo. But, when we saw our sunshine made thy 
spring, 

* And that thy summer bred us no increase. 
We set the axe to thy usurping root : 

And though the ed^ hath something hit ourselves, 
' Yet, know thou, since we have b^m to strike, 
' WeMl never leave, till we have hewn thee down. 
Or fc^thM thy crowing with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And, m this resolution, I defy thee ; 
Not willing any Icmger conference. 
Since thou deny'st me gende king to speak. — 
Sound trumpets ! — let our bloody colours wave ! — 
And either victoiy, or else a grave. 

Q. Mar. Stay, Edward. 

Kdw. No, wrangling woman; we'll no loogef 
stay: 
These words wiU cost ten thousand lives to-day. 

[Exewfil 

(1) Drab. (2) t. e. A cuckold. 
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SCEJSTE IIL—AMd of battle behoeen Towton 
and S&Jiion in Yorkshire. Alarums: Excur- 
aions. Enter Warwick. 

' War. Forspent with toil, as runners with a race, 
I lay me down a little while to breathe : 
For strokes received, and many blows repaid. 
Have robbM my strong-knit sinews of their strength, 
' And, spite of spite, needs must I rest a while. 

Enter Edward, running. 
*Edw. Smrle, gentle heaven! or strike, ungentle 
death ! 
*For this world frowns, and Edward*s sun ii 
clouded. 
War, How now, my lord ? what hap ? what hope 
of good? 

Enter George. 

* Geo. Our hap is loss, our hope but sad despair ; 
' Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us : 

* What counsel give you, whither shall we fly? 

^Edw. Bootless is flight, they follow us with 
wings; 
' And weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit 

Enter Richard. 
'jRtdL AhfWarwick, why hast thou withdrawn 
thyself? 

* Thy brother's blood the thirsty earth hath drunk, 

* BroachM with the steely point of Clifford's lance : 

* And, in the very pangs of death, he cried, — 
' Like, to a dismal clansor heard fnxn far, — 

* Warwick, revenge ! brother, revenge my death ! 

* So underneath the belly of their st^s, 

* That stain'd their fetlocks in his smoking blood, 

* The nobleeentleman gave up the ghost 

* War. T^en let the earth be dnmken with our 

blood: 
I'll kiU my horse, because I will not fly. 

* Wh^ stand we like soft-hearted women here, 

* Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth rage; 
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* And look upon,i as if the tragedy 

* Were playM in jest by counterfeiting actors ? 

* Here on my knee I vow to God above, 

* PU never pause again, never stand still, 

* Till either death hath closM these eyes of mine, 

* Or fortune ffiven me measure of revenge. 

Edw. O Warwick, I do bend my knee with thine ; 

* And, in this vow, do chain mv soul to thine. — 

* And ere my knee rise from the earth's cold face, 

* I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee, 
Thou setter up and plucker down of kings ! 

* Beseeching thee, — if with thy will it stands, 
« That to my foes this body must be prey,— 

* Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 

* And give sweet passage to my sinful soul ! — 

* Now, lords, take leave until we meet again. 
Where'er it be, in heaven, or on earth. 

♦ Rich. Brother, give me thy hand ;— and, gentle 

Warwick, 

* Let me embrace thee in my weary arms: — 

* I, that did never weep, now melt with wo, 

* That winter should cut off our spring-time sa 

• War. Away, away 1 Once more, sweet lords, 

farewell. 
« Geo. Yet let us all t<»nether to our troops, 

* And give them leave to fly that will not stay ; 
And call them pillars, that will stand to us ; 

* And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards 

* As victors wear at the Olympian games : 



} amain. 
[Exevnt. 

SCEJ^E TV.— The same. Another part ^ the 
Jidd. Excursions. JSnter Richard ana Cli&rd. 
* Rich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee alone : 

(1) And are mere spectators. 

(2) Sinking into dejection. 

(3) To fore-slow is to be dilatory, to loiter. 
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' SuppoM, this arm is for the duke of York, 
' And this for Rutland ; both bound to revenge, 

* Wert thou environed with a brazen wall. 

Cl\f. Now, Richard, 1 am with thee here alone : 
This is theiiand that stabbM thy father York ; 
And this the hand that slew thy brother Rutland ; 
And here*s the heart that triumphs in their death. 
And cheers these hands, that slew thy sire and 

brother. 
To execute the like upon thyself; 
And so, have at thee. 

[Theyjight. Warwick «nfer*; Clifford^a. 
^Jlich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other 
chase; 

* For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. [Exe. 

SCKYE v.— Another part of the Jidd. Alarum. 
Enter King Henry. 

* K. Hen. This battle fares like to the morning*! 
war, 

* When dying clouds contend with growing light ; 

* What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails, 

* Can neither call it perfect day, nor night 

* Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea, 

* Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind ; 

* Now sways it that way, like the self-same sea 

* ForcM to retire by fury of the wind : 

* Sometime, the flocd prevails ; and then, the wind ; 
' Now, one the better ; then, anodier best ; 

* Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast, 

* Yet neitlhMer conqueror, nor conquered : 
' So is the equal poise of this fell war. 

* Here on this molehill will I sit me down. 

* To whom God will, there be the victory ! 
' For Marpret my queen, and Clifford too, 

* Have chid me from the battle ; swearing both, 

* They prosper best of all when I am th^ce. 

* 'Would I were dead ! if God's good will were sot 
' For what is in this worid, but grief and wo? 

* O God .' methinks, it were a happy life. 
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* To be no better than a homely swain ; 

* To sit upon a hill, as I do now, 

» To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 

* Thereby to see the minutes how they run : 

* How many make the hour full complete, 

* How many hours brin^ about the day, 

* How many days will finish up the year, 

* How many years a mortal man may live. 

* When this is known, then to divide the times : 

* So many hours must I tend my flock ; 

* So many hours must I take my rest ; 

* So many hours must I c6ntemplate ; 

* So many hours must I sport myself; 

* So many days my ewes nave been with young ; 

* So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; 

* So many years ere I shall shear the fleece : 

* So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years, 

* PassM over to the end they were created, 

* Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

* Ah, what a life were this ! how sweet ! how lovely ! 

* Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 

* To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep, 

* Than ooth a rich embroiderM canopy 

* To kinp, that fear their subjects* treachery ? 

* O, yes it doth ; a thousand fold it doth. 

* And to conclude, — the shepherd's homely curds, 

* His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 

* His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade, 
» All which secure and sweetly he enjoys, 

* Is far beyond a prince's delicates, 

* His viands sparkling in a golden cup, 

* His body couched in a curious bed, 

* When care, mistrust, and treascm, wait on him. 

Alarum. Enter a Son that has killed his father, 
dragging in the dead body. 

Son. Ill blows the wind, that profits nobody. — 

* This man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight, 

* May be possessed with some store of crowns : 

* And I, that haply take them from him now, 
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» May yet ere night yield both my life and them 

* To some man else, as this dead' man doth me.— 

* Who's this ?— O God ! it is my father's face, , 

* Whom in this conflict I unwares have kilPd. 

* O heavy times, begetting such events ! 

* From London by the king was I pres- rl forth ; 

* My father, being the earl of Warwick's man, 

* Came on the part of York, press'd by his master; 

* And I, who at his hands receiv'd mv life, 

* Have by my hands of life bereaved him. — 

* Pardon me, God, I knevy not what I did ! 
And pardon, father, for I knew not thee ! — 

* My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks ; 
» And no more words, till they have flowed their fill. 

* K. Hen. O piteous spectacle ! O bloody times ! 
Whilst lions war, and battle for their dens, 

* Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity. — 

* Weep, wretched man, PlI aid thee tear for tear; 

* And let our hearts, and eyes, like civil war, 

* Be blind with tears, and break o'ercharg'd with 

grief. 

Enter a Father who has killed his sen, with Ihe 
body in his arms. 

* Fath. Thoa that so stoutly hast resisted me, 

* Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold ; 

* For I have bought it with a hundred blows. — 
' But let me see : — is this our foeman's face .' 

* Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son ! — 

* Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee, 

* Throw up thine eye ; see, see, what showers arise, 

* Blown with the windy tempest of my heart, 

* Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart ! — 

* O, pity, God, this miserable age ! — 

* What stratagems,! how fell, how butcherly, 

* Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 

* This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ! — 

* O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon, 

(V) TTiis word here means dreadful events. 
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* And hath bereft thee of thy life too late .' 

K. Hen. Wo above wo ! grief more than cons- 
mon grief I 
' O, that my death would stay these ruthful deeds ! — 

* O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity ! — 
The red rose and the white are on his face, 
The fatal colours of our striving houses : 

* The one, his purple blood right well resembles ; 

* The other, his pale cheeks, meihinks, present : 
Wither one rose, and let the other flourish ! 

' If you contend, a thousand lives must wither. 

Son. How will my mother, for a father's death, 
Take on with me, and ne'er be satisfied ? 

Fath. How will my wife, for slaughter of my 
son, 

* Shed seas xk tears, and ne'er be satisfied ? 

* K. Hen. How will the country, for these wo- 

ful chances, 

* Misthink' the king, and not be satisfied ? 

* Savi, Was ever son, so rued a father's death ? 

* Fath. Was ever father, so bemoan'd a son ? 

* K. Hen. Was ever king, so griev'd for subjects' 

wo? 

* Much is your sorrow ; mine, ten times so much. 

* San. I'll bear thee hence, where I may weep 

my fill. [E^ity with the body. 

* Faih. These arms of mine shall be thy wind- 

ing-sheet ; 

* My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre ; 

* For from my heart thine image ne'er shsill go. 

* My sighing breast shall be4hy fimeral bell; 

* And so ol^equious? will thy fat|ier be, 

* Sad for the loss of thee, havii^ no more, 

* As Priam was for all his valiant sons. 

I'll bear thee hence : and let them fight that will, 
For I have murder'd where I should not kill. 

[Eocitf with the body, 

(1) Think unfavourably of. 

(2) Carefiil of obsequies, or funeral rites. 
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* K. Hen. Sad-bearted men, much overgone with 

care, 

* Here sits a king more woAil than joa are. 

Alarums: Excursions. ' Enter Queen Margaret, 
Prince of Wales, and £^eter. 

« Prince. FIj, father, fly ! for all your friends 
are fled, 

* And Warwick rages like a chafed ball : 

* Away ! for death doth bold us in pursuit 

* ^. Mar. Mount you, my lord, towards Ber- 

wick post amain : 

* Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds 

* Having the feaifol flying hare in sight, 

* With fiery eyes, sparkling for verjr wrath, 

' And bloody steel graspM in their ireful hands, 

* Are at our backs ; ana therefore hence amain. 

* Ext. Away \ for vei^eance comes along with 

them: 

* Nay, stay not to expostulate, make s^eed ; 
Or else ccmne after, IMl away before. 

* K. Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good sweet 

Exeter; 

* Not that I fear to stay, but love to go 

' Whither the queen intends. Forward; away! 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E n— The same. A hud alarum. En- 
ter Cliflbrd, wounded. 

* Qif. Here bums my candle out, ay, here it dies. 
Which, while it lasted, gave king Henry light 

O, Lancaster ! I fear thy overthrow. 
More than my body's parting with my soul. 
My love, and fear, glew*d many friends to thee ; 

* And, now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt 
Impairing Henry, streng&'ning mis-proud York, 
The common people swarm like summer flies: 
And whither fly the gnats, but to the sun ? 
And who shines now but Heniy^s enemies ? 

O Phoebus ! hadst thou never given consent 
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That Phaeton should check thy fieiy steeds. 
Thy burning car never had scorch'd the earth : 
And, Heor^, hadst thou swayM as kings should do, 
Or as thy father, and his father, did, 
Giving no ground unto the house of York, 

* They never then had sprung like summer flies ; 

* I, and ten thousand in mis luckless realm, 
Had left no mourning widows for our death, 
And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace. 
For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air ? 

* And what makes robbers bold, but too much 

lenity? 
Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my wounds ; 

* No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight : 
The foe is merciless, and will not pity ; 

For, at their hands, I have deservM no pity. 

* The air hath got into my deadly wounds. 

And much efliise of blood doth make me faint : — 
Come, York, and Richard, Warwick, and the rest ; 

* I stabbMyour father^s bosom, split my breast. 

[Hefainls* 

Alarum and Retreat Enter Edward, George, 
Richard, Montague, Warwick, and soldiers. 

^ Edto. Now breathe we, lords; good fortune 
bids us pause, 

* And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful 

looks. — 

* Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen;— 

* That led calm Heniy, though he were a king, 
' As doth a sail, fillM with a flatting gust, 

* Command an argosy to stem the waves. 

* But think you, lords, that Cliflford fled with them? 

IVar. No, 'tis impossible he should escape : 
For, though before his face I speak the words. 
Your bromer Richard mark'd him for the grave : 

* And, where8oe*er he is, he's surely dead. 

[Cliflbrd gToa7i9, and dies. 
Edw. Whose soul is that which takes her heavy 
leave ? 
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Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death*s d»> 

parting.* 
Eiw. deewtH>itis: and, now the battlers ended, 
If friend, or foe, let him be gently us'd. 
' ^ Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for 'tit 
Clifford; 

* Who not contented that he lopp'd Ae branch 

* In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth, 
' But set his murdering knife unto the root 

* From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring, 
' I mean our princely father, duke of York. 

War. From off the gates of York fetch down the 
head. 
Your father*s head, which Clifford placed there : 

* Instead whereof, let this supply the room ; 
Measure for measure must be answered. 

Edw. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our 
house, 
' That nothine sung but death to us and ours : 
' Now death ^all st(^ his dismal threatening sound, 

* And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak. 

{Attendants bring the body fonoard. 
War, I think his understanding is bereft : — 
Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to 

thee J*— 
Dark cloudy death o'ershades his beams of life, 
And he nor sees, nor hears us what we say. 
Rich. O, 'would he did I and so, perhaps, he doth 

* 'Tis but his policy to counterfeit, 

' Because he would avoid such bitter taunts, 
"Which in the time of death he gave our father. 
Geo. If so thou think'st, vex him with eager 

words.2 
JRtc^. Clifford, ask mercy, and obtain no grace.* 
Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence. 
War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults. 
Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy &ults. 



8: 



1) For separation. 

"[) Sour words ; words of asperity. 



(3) Favour 
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* Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son to 

York. 
Eiw. Thou pitied'st Rutland, I will pity thee. 
Geo, Where's captain Margaret, to fence you ^ 

now? 
fVar. They mock thee, Clifford! swear as thou 

wast wont 
^Rich. What, not an oath? nay, then the world 

goes hard, 

* When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oath : — 
I know bpr that, he's dead ; And, by my soul, 

* If tfiis nght hand would buy two hours' life, 
That I in all despite might rail at him, 

* This band should chop it off; and with the is- 

suing blood 
Stifle the villam, whose unstaunched thirst 
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. 

IVar. Ay, but he's dead : Off with the traitor's 

head, 
And rear it in the place your father's stands. — 
And now to London with triumphant march, 
There to be crowned England's royal king. 

* From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France, 
And ask the lady Bona for thy queen : 

So shalt thou sinew both these lands together; 
*And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not 

dread 
The scatter'd foe, that hopes to rise again; 
For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buzz, to offend thine ears. 
First will I see the coronation ; 

* And then to Britany I'll cross the sea, 

To effect this marriage, so it please my lord. 
Edto. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be : 

* For on thy shoulder do I build my seat ; 

* And never will I undertake the thing, 

* Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting.-^ 

* Richard, I will create thee duke of Gloster : — 

* And Geoige, rf Clarence ; — ^Warwick, as oursell 

* Shall do, and undo, as him pleaseth bc^t 
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Rich. Let me be duke of Clarence ; George, of 
Gloster ; 
For Glo8ter*8 dukedom is too cmiinous. 

War. Tut, that^s^ foolish observation ; 
Richcrd, be duke of Gloster: Now to London, 
To see these honours in possession. [Exeunt 



ACT IlL 

SCEXE I.—A chase in the north of England. 
Enter two Keepers, toiih cross-bows in their 
hands. 

* 1 Keep. Under this thick-grown braked we'll 

shroud ourselves ; 

* For through this laund^ anon the deer will ccnne ; 

* And in this covert will we make our stand, 

* Culling the principal of all the deer. 

* 2 Keep. VW stay above the hill, so both may 

shoot. 

* 1 Keq>. That cannot be ; the noise of thy cross- 

bow 

* Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost. 

* Here stand we both, and aim we at the best : 

* And, for the time shall not seem tedious, 

* I'll tell thee what befell me on a day, 

* In this self-place where now we mean to stand. 

' 2 Keq>. Here ccwnes a man, let's stay till he be 
past 

Enter Heniy, disguised, with a prayer-book. 

K.Hen. From Scotland am I stol'n, even of 
pure love, 

* To rreet mine own land with my wishful sight. 

* No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine ; 

* Thy place is fill'd, thy sceptre wrung from thee, 

(V) Thicket. 

(2) A plain extended between woods. 
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*Th7 balm wash*d ciS, wherewith thou wast 

anointed : 
Ho bending^ knee will call thee Caesar now, 
' No humble suitors press to speak for rig^ht, 

* No, not a man comes for redress of thee ; 
For how can I help them, and not myself? 

* 1 Keep. Ay, here*sa deer whose skin's a keeper*! 

fee: 
' This is the quondam king ; let's seize upon Iwn. 

* K. Hen. Let me embrace these sour adversities; 
» For wise men say, it is the wisest course. 

* 2 Keep. Why linger we? let us lay hands upon 

him. 
« 1 Kup. Forbear a while ; we'll hear a little 

more. 
K. Hen. My queen, and son, are gone to France 
for aid ; 
And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick 
' Is thither gone, to crave the French king's sister 

* To wife for Edward : If this news be true, 

' Poor queen, and son, your labour is but lost; 

* For Warwick is a subtle orator, 

' And Lewis a prince soon won with moving words. 
' By this account, then, Margaret mav win him; 

* For she's a woman to be pitied much : 

* Her sighs will make a battery in his breast; 

* Her tears will pierce into a marble heart; 

* The tiger will be mild, while she doth mourn; 

* And P^ro will be tainted with remorse, 

* To hear, and see, her plaints, her brinish tears. 

* Ay, but she's come to beg ; Warwick, to give : 
She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry ; 
He, (m his right, asking a wife for Ekiwara. 
She weeps, and says — her Henry is depos'd ; 
He smiles, and says — his Edward is install'd ; 

* That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no 

more: 

* Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the wrong, 

* Inferreth arguments oi mighty strength ; 

* And, in conclusioQ, wins the king from her, 
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* With prcHnise of his sister, and what else, 

* To strengthen and support king Edward^s place. 

* O Margaret, thus 'twill be ; and thou, poor soul, 

* Art then forsaken, as thou went^st forlorn. 

2 Keq>, Saj, what art thou, that talk*stof kingr 

and Queens? 
*K,Hen. More than I seem, and less than I war 

bom to: 

* A man at least, for less I should not be ; 
And men may talk of kings, and why not I .^ 

* 2 Keep, Ay, but thou talk'st as if thou wert » 

king. 
' K. Hen. Why, so I am, in mind; and thafi 

enough. 
2 Keep. But, if thou be a king, where is thy 

crown ? 
K Hen. My crown is in my heart, not on my 

head; 

* Not deek*d with dianKxids, and Indian stones, 

* Nor to be seen : * my crown is called, content ; 

* A crown it is, that seldom kines enjoy. 

* 2 Keep. Well, if you be a king crowrfd with 

content. 
Your crown content, and you, must be contented 

* To go along with us : for, as we think, 

' You are the kinp^, king Edward hath deposM; 

* And we his subiects, sworn in all alliance, 

* Will apprehend you as his enemy. 

* K. Hen. But did you never swear, and break 

anoathi 

* 2 Keep. No, never such an oath, nor will not 

now. 
*K Hen. Where did you dwell, when I was 
king of England f 

* 2 Keep. Here in this country, where we now 

remain. 

* K. Hen. I was anointed king at nine months 

old; 

* My father and my grandfather, were kings ; 

* And you were sworn true subjects unto me : 

VOL. V. Q 



244 ' THIRD PART OF Act IIL 

* And, tell me then, have you not broke vour oaths ? 
*1 Keep. No; 

For we were subjects, but while you were king. 
*K. Hen. Why, am I dead? do I not breathe 
a man? 

* Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear. 

* Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 

* And as the air blows it to me again, 

* Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 

* And yielding to another when it blows, 

* Conunanded always by the greater gust ; 

* Such is the lightness of you conunon men. 

* But do not break your oaths ; for, of that sin 

* My mild entrea^ shall not make you guilty. 

* Go where you will, the king shall he commanded; 
» And be you kings ; command, and 1*11 obey. 

* 1 Ke^. We are true subjects to the king, king 

Edward. 

* K. Hen. So would you be again to Henry , 

* If he were seated as king Edward is. 

1 Keq>. We charge you, in God*s name, and in 
the king's. 
To go with us unto the officers. 

* jr. Hen. In God^s name, lead ; your king's name 

be obey*d : 

* And what God will, then let your king perfonn ; 

* And what he will, I humbly yield unto. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJiTE //.—London. A room in the palace. 
Enter King Edward, Gloster, Clarence, and 
Lady Grey. 

* K. Edw. Brother of Gloster, at Saint Albansf 

field 

* This lady's husband, sir John Grey, was slain, 
His lands then seiz'd on by the ccmqueror : 
Her suit is now, to repossess those lands ; 

* Which we in justice cannot well deny. 
Because in quarrel of the house o( York 

* The worthy gentleman did lose his life. 
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Glo. Your highness shall do well, to grant her 
suit; 

* It were dishonour, to deny it her. 

JT. Edw, It were no less ; but yet lUl make a 
pause. 

* Glo. Yea ! is it so? 

I see t}^ lad^ hath a thing to grant. 
Before the king will grant her humble suit. 

Clar, He knows the game ; How true he keeps 
the wind! [Aside. 

Glo. Silence.' [Aside. 

* K. Edw. Widow, we will consider of your suit ; 

* And come some other time, to know our mind. 

* L. Grey. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook 

delay : 

* May it pleabe your highness to resolve me now ; 

* And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me. 

*Glo. [Aside.] Ay, widow? then I'll warrant 
you all your lands, 

* An if what pleases him, shall pleasure you. 

* Fight closer, or, good faith, you'll catch a blow. 

* Gar. I fear her not, unless she chance to faP 

[Aside. 

* Glo. God forbid that! for he'll take vantages. 

[Aside. 

* K. Edw. How many children hast thou, widow ? 

tell me. 
CUtr. I think, he means to beg a child of her. 

[Aside. 

Glo. Nay, whip me then ; he'll rather give her 

two. [Aside. 

L. Grey. Three, my most gracious lord. 

Gh. You shall have four, if you'll be rul'd by him, 

[Aside. 

* K. Edw. 'Twere pity, they should lose their 

father's land. 
L. Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it 

then. 
K, Edw. Lords, give us leave; I'll try thil 

widow's wit 
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Glo, Ay, good leave* have you, for you will have 
leave, 
* Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch. 
[Glo. and Clar. retire to the other side. 

* K. Edw. Now tell me, nudam, do you love 

your children ? 

* L. drey. Ay, full as dearly as I love myself. 

* K. Edw. And would you not do much, to do 

them good.' 

* L. Grey. To do them good, I would sustam 

some harm. 

* K. Edw. Then get your husband's lands, to do 

themgood. 

* L. Grey. Therefore I came unto your majesty. 
K. Edw. 1*11 tell you how these lands are to be got 

* L. Grey. So shall you bind me to your highness* 

service. 

* K. Edw. what service wilt thou do me, if I 

g^ve them ? 

* L. Grey. What you command, that rests in roe 

to do. 

* K, Edw. But you will take exceptions to my 

boon. 

* L. Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot 

do it 

* JC Ed\o. Ay, but thou canst do what I mean 

to ask. 

* L. Grey. Whv, then I will do what your grace 

commands. 

* Glo. He plies her hard ; and much rain wears 

the marble. [Aside. 

» Clar. As red as fire ! nay, then her wax must 

melt [Aside. 

L. Grey. Why stops my lord? shall I not hear 

my task? 
K. Edw. An easy task ; tis but to love a king. 
Li. Grey. That*s soon perform^, because 1 am 

a subject 

(1) This phrase implies readiness of assent 
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K, Edw. Why then, thy husband's lands I freely 

give tliee. 
Im Grey. I take my leave with many thousand 

thanks. 
Glo, The match is made; she seals it with a 

curt'sy. 

* K. Edw. But stay thee, 'tis the fruits of love I 

mean. 

* L. Grey. The fruits of love I mean, my loving 

liege. 

* K. Edw. Ay, but, I fear roe, m another sense. 
"What love, think'st thou, I sue so much to get.^ 

* L. Grey. My love till death, my humble thanks, 

my prayers ; 
* That love, which virtue begs, and virtue grants. 
K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean such 
love. 

* L. Grey. Why, then you mean not as I thought 

YOU did. 

* K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my 

mind. 

* L. Grey. My mind will never grant what I 

perceive 
» Your highne^ aims at, if I aim aright 
K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie ivith thee. 

* L. Grey. To tell you plain, I had rather lie 

in prison. 
K. Edw. Why, then thou shalt not have thy 

husband's lands. 
L. Grey. Why, then mine honesty shall be my 

dower ; 
For by that loss I will not purchase them. 

* K, Edw. Therein thou wrong'st thy children 

mightily. 
L. Grey. Herein your b'gfaness wrongs both them 
aad me. 
But, ani^hty lord, this meny inclination 
Accord not wiUi the sadness^ of my suit ; 

(1) The seriousness. 
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Please you dismiss me, either with ay, or no. 

K. Edw. Ay; if thou wilt say ay, to my request : 
No ; if thou dost say no, to my demand. 

jL. Grey. Then, no, my lor^. My suit is at an end. 

* Glo. The widow likes him not, she knits her 

brows. [Aside, 

Clear. He is the bluntest wooer in Christendom. 

[Aside, 

* K. Edw. [Astde."] Her looks do ai^e her re- 

plete with modes^ ; 

* Her words do show her wit incomparable ; 

* All her perfections challenge sovereignty : 
One way, or other, she in for a king ; 

And she shall be my love, or else my queen. — 
Say, that kingEdward take thee for his queen i 
L, Qreu. 'Tis better said than done, my gracious 
lord: 
I am a subject fit to jest withal, 
But far unfit to be a sovereign. 
JL Edw. Sweet widow, by my state I swear to 
thee, 
I speak no more than what my soul intends ; 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my love. 
L, Grey. And that is more than I will yield 
unto. 

* I know, I am too mean to be your queen ; 
And yet too ffood to be your concubine. 

K. Edto. You cavil, widow; I did mean, my 

queen. 
L. Grey. 'Twill grieveyourgrace,mysons should 

call vou--father. 
K. Edw. No more, than when thy daughters 
call thee mother. 
Thou art a widow, and thou hast some children ; 
And, by God*s mother, I, being but a bachelor. 
Have other some : why, 'tis a happy thing 
To be the father unto many sons. 
' Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen. 
Glo, The ehosdy father now hath done his shrift. 

[Asidt, 
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CZar. When ho was made a shriver, 'twas for 
shift [Aside, 

K. Edw. Brothers, you muse what chat we two 
have had. 

* Glo. The widow likes it not, for she looks sad. 
K. Edw, YouM think it strange if I should manj 

her. 
dor. To whom, my lord ? 
K. Edw. Why, Clarence, to mrseUl 

Gh. That would be ten day s^ wonder, at the least 
Clar. That*s a day longer than a wonder lasts. 

* Glo. By so much is the wonder in extremes. 
K. Edw. Well, jest on, brothers : J can tell you 

both. 
Her suit is granted for her husband's lands. 

Enter a Nobleman. 

JVb6. My gracious lord, Heniy your foe is taken, 

* And brought your prisoner to your palace gate. 

K, Edw. See, that he be conrey'd unto the 
Tower : — 
' And go we, brothers, to the man that took him, 

* To question of his apprehension. — 

* Widow, go you along ; — ^Lords, use her honourable. 

[Exeunt Kin^ Edward, Lady Grey, Clarence, 
onJ Lord. 
Glo, Ay, Edward will use wcHnen honourably. 

* Would lie were wasted, marrow, bones, and ail, 
' That from his loins no hopeful branch may spring, 

* To cross me from the golden time I look for! 

* And yetf between my soul's desire, and me, 

* (The lustful Edward's title buried,) 

' Is Clarence, Heniy, and his son young Edward, 

* And all the onlook'd-for issue o£ their bodies, 

* To take their rooms, ere I can place myself: 
A cold premeditation for my purpose ! 

» Why, then I do but dream on sovereignty ; 

* Like one that stands upon a promontory, 

* And spies a far-off shore where he would treaJ, 

* Wishing his foot were equal with his eye ; 
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* And chides tfte sea that sunders him from thence, 

* Saying— he'll lade it diy to have his way : 
» So do I wish the crown, being so far off; 

» And so I chide the means that keep rae from it ; 

* And so I say— ril cut the canses off, 

* Flattering me with impossibilities. — 

* My eye's too quick, my heart o'erweens too much, 

* Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 

* Well, say there is no kingdom then for Richard ; 

* What odier pleasure can the world afford ? 

* I'll make my heaven in a lady's lap, 

* And deck my body in gaj ornaments, 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks. 

* O miserable thought I and more unlikely, 

* Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns ! 
Why, love forswore me in my mother's vfomh : 

* And, for I should not deal in her soft laws, 

' She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe 

* To shrink mine arm up like a withered shrub ; 

* To make an envious mountun on my back, 
Where sits deformity to mock my body ; 

' To shape my legs of an unequal size ; 

* To disproportion me in evei^'part, 

* Like to a chaos, or an unlick'a bear-whelp, 

* That carries no impression like the dam. 
And am t then a man to be belov'd.' 

* O monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought ! 

* Then, since this earth aflbrds no joy to me, 

* But to command, to check, to o'erbear such 

* As are rf better person than myself, 

* I I make my heaven — to dream upon the crown ; 

* And, whiles I live, to account this world but hell, 

* Until my mis^ap^d trunk that bears this head, 

* Be round impaled! with a gtorioiis trown. 

* And yet I know not how to get the crown, 

* For many lives stand between me and home : 

* And I, — ^like aie lost in a thorny wood, 

* That rents the thorns, and is rent with the thorns ; 

(1) Encircled. 
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* Seeking a war, and straying from tfw way ; 

* Not knowing how to find the open air, 
» But tdlfng desperately to find it out, — 

* Tonnent in>8elf to catch the Elnglish crown : 

* And from that torment I will free myself, 

* Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 
Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile ; 

* And cry, content, to that which grieyes my heart, 

* And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 

* And frame my face to all occasions. 

* I'll drown more sailors than the mermaid tnall ; 

* Pll slay more gazers than the basilisk ; 

* I'll play the orator as well as Nestor, 

* Deceive nK)re slily than Ulysses could, 

* And, like a Sinon, take another Troy : 
I can add colours to the cameleon ; 

* Change shapes, with Proteus, for advantages, 

* And set the murd'rous Machiavel to schoM. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown f 

* Tut ! were it further off, I'll pluck it down. [Exit 

SCEJ^E ///.—France. A room in the palace, 
flourish. Enter Lewis the French King^ and 
Lady Bona, attended f the king takes his state. 
Then enter Queen Maigaret, Prince Edward 
her son, and the Earl oj Oxford. 

* K. Leio. Fair queen of England, worthy Mar- 

garet, [Rising, 

* Sit down with ns ; it ill befits thy state, 

* And birth, that thou should'st stand, while Lewis 

doth sit 

* Q. Mar. No, mighty king of France ; now 

Margaret 

* Must strike her sail, and learn a while to serve, 

* Where kings c(xnmand. I was, I must confess, 

* Great Albion's queen in former golden days : 

* But now mischance hath trod my title down, 

* And with dishonour laid me on the ground ; 

* Where I must take like seat unto my fortune, 
» And to my humble seat conform mysel£ 
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* K. Lew. Why, say, fair queen, whence springs 

this deep despair ? 

* Q. Mar. From such a cause as fills mine eyes 

with tears, 

* And stops my tongue, while heart is drown'd in 

cares. 
» K. Lew. Whatever it be, be thou still like thyself, 

* And sit thee by our side : yield not thy neck 

[Seats her by him. 

* To fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntless mmd 

* Still ride in triumph over all mischance. 

* Be plain, queen Ma^aret, and tell thy ^ef ; 

* It shall be easM, if France can yield relief. 
*Q. Mar. Those gracious words reTive mj 

drooping thoughts, 

* And give mv tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak. 

* New, theretore, he it known to noble Lewis, — 

* That Henry, sole possessor of my love, 

* Is, of a king, become a banishM man, 

* And forc'd to live in Scotland'a forlorn ; 

* While proud ambitious Edward, duke of York, 

* Usurps the regal title, and the seat 

* Of England^s true-anointed lawful king. 

* This is the cause, that I, poor Maigaret, — 

* With this my son, prince Edward, Heniy's heir, — 

* Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid ; 

* And, if thou fail us, all our hope is doae : 

* Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help; 

* Our people and our peers are both misled, 

* Our treasure seizM, our soldiers put to flight, 
» And, as thou see'st, ourselves in neavy phght 

*K.Lew. Renowned queen, with patience calm 
the storm, 
» While we bethink a means to break it off 

* Q. Mar. The more we stay, the stronger grows 

our foe. 

* K. Lew. The more I stay, the more Fll succour 

thee. 

* Q. Mar. O, but impatience walteth on true 

sorrow: 
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* And see, where comes the breeder of mj sorrofif. 

Enter Warwick, attended. 

* K. Lew. What's he, approacheth boldlj to our 

presence f 

Q. Mar. Our earl of Warwick, Edward's great- 
est friend. 

K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick ! What 
brings thee to France ? 

[Descending from his state. Queen Mar. rises, 

* Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second stonn to rise ; 

* For this is he, that moves both wind and tide. 

* War. From worthy Edward, king of Albion, 
My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 

I come, — in kindness, and unfeigned love, — 
First to do greetings to thy royal per8<xi; 
And, then, to crave a league of amity ; 
And, lastly, to c<xifirm that amity 
With nuptial knot, if thou vouclisafe to grant 
That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair sister. 
To England's king in lawful marriage. 

' Q. Mar. U tlmt go forward, Henry's hope is 
done. 

War. And, gracious madam, [To Bona.] in oar 
king's behalf, 

* I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kiss your hand, and with my tongue 
To tell the passion of my sovereign's h^rt : 
Where fame, late entering at his heediul ears. 
Hath plac'd thy beauty's image, and thy virtue. 

* Q. Mar. King Lewis, — and lady Bona, — hear 

me speak, 

* Before you answer Warwick. His demand 

* Springs not frcxn Edward's well-meant honest lovo, 

* But from deceit, bred by necessity ; 

* For how can tyrants safely govern home, 

* Unless abroad they purcliase great alliance f 

* To prove him tyrant, this reason may suflBce,— 

* That Henry liveth still : but were he dead, 

* Yet here pnnce Edward stands, king Heniy's son. 
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* Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league anB 

marriage 

* Thou draw not oa thy danger and dishonour: 

* For though usurpers sway the rule a while, 

» Yetheavens are just, and time suppresseth wrongs. 

War. Injurious Margaret ! 

Prince. And why not queen * 

War, Because thy father Henry cUd usurp ; 
And thou no more art prince, than she is (Kieen. 

Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John of 
Gaunt. 
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain ; 
And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
' Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ; 
And, after that wise prince, Hennr the Fifth, 
Who by his prowess conquered all France : 
Fr(Mn these our Henry lineally descends. 

War. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth dis- 
course, 
Tou told not, how Heniy the Sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry the Fifth had gotten ? 
M ethinks, these peers of France should smile at that 
But for the rest, — You tell a pedigree 
Of threescore and two years ; a silly time 
To make prescription for a kingdom^s worth. 

* Oxf. Why, Warwick, canst thou speak against 

thy liege, 

* Whom thou obey'dst thirty and six years, 
And not bewray thy treason with a blush ? 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right. 
Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree ? * 

For shame, leave Henry, and call Edward king. 

* Oxf. Call him my king, by whose injurious doom 

* My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vere, 

Was done to dea^ ? and more than so, my father, 
Even in the downfall of his mellowM years, 

* When nature brought him to the door of death? 
No, Warwick, no ; while life upholds this arm. 
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 

War. And I the house of Ycrk. 
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K. Lew. Queeu Margaret, prince Edward, and 
Oxford, 

* Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside, 

* While I use further conference with Warwick. 

* Q. Mar. Heaven grant, that Warwick's wordft 

bewitch him not ! 

[Retiring with the Prince and Oxford. 

* K. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, even, upon 

thv conscience, 

* Is Edivard your true iiing? for I were loath, 

' To link with him that were not lawful chosen. 
fVar, Thereon I pawn my credit and mine 

honour. 
K. Lew. But is he gracious in the people's eye? 
JVar. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 
K. Lew. Then further, — all dissembling set aside, 

* Tell me for truth the measure of his love 
' Unto our sister Bona. 

IVar. Such it seems, 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 
Myself have often heard him say, and swear, — 
That this his love was an eternal plant ; 
Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground. 
The leaves and fruit maintain'd with beauty's sun ; 
Exempt from envy,i but not from disdain, 
Unless the lady Bona quit his pain. 

K. Lew. Now, sister, let us hear your firm resolve. 

Bona. Your grant, or your denial, shall be mine : 
Yet I confess, [To War.] that often ere this day. 
When I have heard your king's desert recounted, 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 

* K. Lew. Then, Warwick, thus, — Our sister 

shall be Edward's : 

* And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 

* Touching the jointure that your king mug*, make, 

* Which with her dowry shall be counterpois'd :— 
Draw near, queen Maigaret ; and be a witness, 
That Bona shall be wite to the English king. 

(1) Malice, or hatred. 
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Prince. To Edward, but not to the English king. 

* Q. Mar. Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy device 

* By this alliance to make void my suit ; 

* Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry's friend. 

* K. Lew. And still is friend to him aiid Mar- 

garet: 

* But if your title to the crown be weak, — 

* As may appear by Edward's good success, — 
» Then 'tis but reason, that I be releas'd 

» From givmg aid, which late I promised. 
» Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand, 

* That your estate requires, and mine can yield. 

IVar. Heniy now lives in Scotland, at his ease ; 
Where having nothing, nothing he can lose. 
And as for you yourself, our ^ondam queen, — 
You have a father able to maintain you ; 
And better 'twere, you troubled him than France. 

* Q. Mar. Peace, impudent and shameless War- 

wick, peace ; 

* Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings ! 

* I will not hence, till with my talk and tears, 

* Both full of truth, I make king Lewis behold 

* Thy sly conveyance,^ and thy lord's false love ; 

* For both of you are birds of self-same feather. 

[A horn sounded within, 
K, Lew. Warwick, this is some post to us, or thee. 

EnUr a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord ambassador, these letters are for 
you; 
Sent from your brother marquis Montague. 
These from our king unto your majes^. — 
And, madam, these tor you ; from whom, I know not. 
[ To Margaret Thet/ all read their letters, 
Oxf. I like it well, that our fair queen and mistress 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his. 
Prince. Nay, mark, how Lewis stamps as he 
were nettled : 

(1) Juggling. 
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* I hope, all's for the best 

* K. Leto. Warwick, what are thy news? and 

yours, fair queen f 

* Q. Mar. Mine, such as fill mj heart with un 

hop'd jovs. 
War. Mine, full of sorrow and heart's discoo 

tent 
K, Lew. What ! has your king married the lad^ 

Grey? 

* And now, to sooth your forgery and his, 

* Sends me a paper to permiade me patience ? 

< Is this the alliance tliat he seeks with France ? 
' Dare he presume to scom us in this manner ? 

* Q. Mar. I told your majesty as much before : 
This proreth Edwaid*s love, and Warwick's hon- 
esty. 

War. King Lewis, I here protest, — ^in sight of 
heaven, 
And hj the hope I have of heavenly bliss, — 
That I am clear fr(Hn this misdeed of Edward's, 
No more mj king, for he dishonours me; 
But most himself, if he could see his shame.— 
Did I forget, that hy the house of York 
My &ther came untimely to his death ? 
Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece } 
Did I impale him with the re^ crown? 
Did I put Heniy from his native right ; 

* And am I guerdon'di at the last with shame? 

* Shame on himself ! for mj desert is honour. 

* And, to repair my honour lost for him, 

* I here renounce him, and return to Heniy : 

* My noble queen, let former grudges pass, 
Ana henceforth I am thy true servitor ; 

I will revenge his wron^ to lady Bona, 
And replant Heniy in his former state. 

* Q. Jifar. Warwick, these words have tum'd 

my bate to love ; 

* And I forgive and quite forget old faults, 

(1) Rewarded. 
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* And joy that thou becom'st king Heniy's friend. 

IVar. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned 
friend, 
That, if kin^ Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us 
"With some few bands of chosen soldiers, 
rii undertake to land them on our coast. 
And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 
'Tia not bis new-made bride shall succour him : 

* And as for Clarence, — as my letters tell me, 

* He's very likely now to fall from him ; 

* For matching more for wanton lust than hcxiour, 

* Or than for strength and safety of our country. 

* Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be re- 

veng'd, 

* But by thy help to this distressed queen? 

* Q. Mar. Renowned prince, how shall poor 

Henry live, 

* Unless thou rescue him from foul despair ? 

* JSona. My quarrel, and this English queen's, 

are one. 

* JVar. And mine, fair lady Bona, joins with 

yours. 

* K. Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and 

Margaret's. 
Therefore, at last, I firmly am resolv'd, 
You shall have aid. 

* Q. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all at 

once. 
K. I^ew. Then England's messenger, return in 
post; 
And tell false Edward, tliy supposed king, — 
That Lewis of France is sending over maskers, 
To revel it with him and his new bride : 
« Thou seest what's past, go fear* thy king withal 
Bona. Tell him, m hope he'll prove a widower 
shortly, 
ni wear the willow garland for his sake. 

Q. Mar. Tell him, My mourning weeds are laid 
aside, 

(1) Fright ^ 
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And I am ready to pat aimoar on. 

War. Tell him from me. That he hath done me 
wrone^; 
And therefore 1*11 oncrown him, ere*t be Ion£^. 
There's thy reward: be gone. [Exit Mess. 

K. Lew. But, Warwick, thou. 

And Oxford, with fire thousand men. 
Shall cross die seas, and bid false Edward battle : 

* And, as occasion serves, this noble queen 

* And prince shall follow with a fresh supply. 

* Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt; — 

* What pled^ have we of thy firm loyalty ? 

War. This shall fissure my constant loyalty :— 
That if our queen and this young prince agree, 
IMI ioinmine eldest daughter, and my ioy. 
To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands. 

* Q. Mar. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your 

motion : — 

* Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous, 

' Tnerefore delav not, give th v hand to Warwick ; 

* And, with thy hand, tnv faith irrevocable, 

* That only Warwick's daughter shall be thine. 

* Prince. Yes, I accept her, for she well de- 

serves it; 

* And here, to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 

[He gives his hand to Warwick. 

* K. Lew. Why stay we now .* These soldiers 

shall be levied, 

* And thou, lord Bourbcy*, our high admiral, 

* Shall waft them over wiUi our royal fleet. — 

* I long, till Edward fall by war's mischance, 

* For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 

[Exeunt all 6«< Warwick. 
War. I came from Edward as ambassador. 
But I return his sworn and mortal foe : 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me. 
But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 
Had he none else to make a stale,* but roe f 

(1) A stalking-horse, a pretence. 
vox- V. R 
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Then none bat I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 
[ was the chief that ratsM him to the crown. 
And ril be chief to bring him down again : 
Not that 1 pity Heniy's misery. 
But seek revenge on £dward*s mockeiy. [Exit, 



ACT IV. 

SCB^E 1. — London. A room in the palace. 
Enter Gloster, Clarence, Somerset, Montague, 
and others. 

< Glo. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what think 
you 

* Of this new marriage with the lady Grey ? 

* Hath not our brotl^r made a wortfiy cltoice ? 

* Clar. Alas, you know, *tis far from hence to 

France ; 

* How could he stay till Warwick made return? 

* Som. My lords, forbear this talk ; here comes 

the king. 

Kourts^ Enter King Edward, attended ; Lady 
Grey, at Queen j Pembroke, Stafford, Hastings, 
ana other B. 

* Glo. And his well-cboscn bride. 

* Clar. I mind to tell hini plainly what I think. 

* K. Edw. Now, brother ot Clarence, how like 

you our choice, 

* That you stand pensive, as half malcontent? 

* Clar. As well as Lewis of France, or the earl 

of Warwick ; 
Which are so weak of courage, and in judgment, 
' That they'll take no offence at our abuse. 
' K. Edw. Suppose they take ofience without a 
cause, 

* Th^ are but Lewis and Warwkk; lam Edward, 
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* Your king and Warwick's, and must hare my wilL 

* Glo. And you shall Lare your will, because 

our king: 
Yet hasty marriage seldcun proveth well. 
JL Eaw. Yea, brother Richard, are you offended 

too? 
«Gte. Not I: 

* No; God forbid, that I should wish them 8ever*d 
' Whom God hath joinM together : ay, and 'twere 

To sunder them that yoke so well together. 

* K. Edw. Setting your scorns, and your misUkef 

aside, 

* Tell me some reason, why the lady Grey 
'Should not become my wife, and England's 

queen : — 
' And you too, Somerset, and Montague, 

* Speak freely what you think. 

* Clar. Then this is my opinion, — that king Lewis 

* Becomes your enemy, for mocking him 

* About the marriage of the lady Bona. 

*■ Glo. And Warwick, doing what you gave in 
charge, 

* Is now dishonoured by this new marriage. 

* K. Edw, What, if both Lewis and Warwick 

be appeas'd, 

* By such inrcnticm as I can devise f 

Mont, Yet to have join'd with France in such al- 
liance. 

Would more have strengthen'd this our common- 
wealth, 

'Gainst foreign storms, than any home-bred mai- 
ria»e. 

* Hast Why, knows not Montague, that of itself 

* England is safe, if true within itself.^ 

*J\Io7U. Yes; but the safer, when 'tis back'd 
with France. 

* Hast. 'Tis better using France, than trusting 

France : 

* Let us be back'd with God, and with the seas. 
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* Which he hath given for fence impregnable, 

* And with their helps only defend ourselves ; 

* Id them, and in ourselves, our safety lies. 
Clar, For this one speech, lord Hastings well 

deserves 

* To have the heir of the lord Hungerford. 

* K, Edw. Ay, what of that f it was my will, and 

grant; 

* And, for this once, my will shall stand for law. 

* Glo, And yet, methmks, your grace hath not 

done well, 
' To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales 

* Unto the brother of your loving bride ; 

* She better would have fitted me, or Clarence : 
*■ But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

* Gar. Or else you would not have bestowed 

the heiri 

* Of the brd Bonville on your new wife's son, 

* And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere. 

K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wife, 

* That thou art malcontent.' I will provide thee. 

' Clar. In choosing for yourself, you showM your 



< Which being shallow, you shall zvre. me leave 

* To play the broker in mine own oehalf ; 

* Ana, to that end, I shortly mind to leave you. 

* K. Edw. Leave me, or tariy, Edward will be 

king, 

* And not be tied unto his brother's will. 

* Q. Eliz. My lords, before it pleas'd his majesty 
' To raise my state to title of a queen, 

' Do roe but right, and you must all confess 

* That I was not ignoble of descent, 

* And meaner than myself have had like fortune. 

* But as this title honours me and mine, 

* So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing, 

* Do cloud my joys with danger and witn sorrow 

(1) The heiress of great estates were in the ward 
ibip (^ the king, who matched them to his favourites. 
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* K. Edw. Mj love, forbear to &wii upon Ibeir 

frowns: 

* What clanger, or what sorrow, can befall thee, 
' So long as Bklward is thy constant friend, 

* And their true sovereign, whom they must obey? 

* Nay, whom thev shall obey, and love thee too, 

* Unless they seek for hatred at my hands : 

* Which if mey do, yet will I keep thee safe, 

* And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 

' Glo, I hear, yet say not much, but think the 
more. [Aside, 

Enter a Messenger. 
*K. Edw. Now, messenger, what letters, or 
what news, 
FrtHn France ? 

* Mess. My sovereign liege, no letters ; and few 

words, 
' But such as 1, without your special pardon. 
Dare not relate. 

* K. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee : therefore, 

in brief, 

* Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess 

them. 

* What answer makes king Lewis unto our letters ? 

Mess. At my depart, tl^se were his very words • 
Go tell fnUse Edwardy thy supposed king, — 
Thai Lewis of France is sending rwer maskers. 
To revel H with him and his new bride. 

K. Edw. Is Lewis so brave ? belike, he thinks 
me HeniT. 
' But what said lady Bona to my marriage ? 

Mess. These were her words, utterM with mild 
disdain ; 
Tell him, in hope fie'U prove a widower shortly, 
VU wear the wtUow garland for his sake. 

K. Edw. I blame not her, she could say little less; 

* She had the wrong. But what said Henry's queen f 

* For I have heard, that she was there in place.1 

(1) Present 
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Mess. Tell him, quoth she, my mourning wedi 
are done,^ 
And lam ready to put armour on. 

* K. Edw. Belike, she minds to play the Amazon. 
But what said Warwick to these mjuries ? 

* Mess. He, more incens*d against your majesty 

* Than all the rest, discharged me with these words ; 
TeU him from me, thai he hath done me wrong, 
And ther^ore Pll uncrovm him, ereH he Umg. 

JL Edw. Ha ! durst the traitor breathe out ao 
proud words ? 

* Well, I will arm me, being thus forewam'd : 

* They shall have wars, and pay for their presump- 

tion. 

* But say, is Warwick friends with Maifaret.^ 

Mess. Ay, |^cious sovereign; they are solinkM 
in friendship, 

* That yoang prince Edward marries Warwick's 

daugnter. 
CZor. Belike, the elder; Clarence will have the 
younger. 

* Now, brother king, farewell, and sit yoo fast, 

* For I will hence to Warwick's other daughter; 

* That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage 
» I may not prove mferior to yourself. — 

You, that love me and Warwick, follow me. 

[Exit Clarence, and Somerset foOawt. 
*Glo. Not I: 

* My thoughts aim at a further matter ; I 

» Stay not for love of Edward, but the crown. 

[Aside. 
K. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone to 
Warwick ! 
K Yet am I armM against the worst can happen ; 

* And haste is needful in this desperate case. — 
< Pembroke, and Stafford, you in our behalf 

' Go levy men, and make prepare for war; 
' They are already, or quickly will be landed : 

(1) Thrown ofil 
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* M,yself in perscm will straight follow joa. 

[Exeimt Pembroke and Stafford. 

* Bat, ere I go, Hastings, — and Montague, — 

* Resolve mj doubt. You twain, of at! this rest, 

* Are near to Warwick, by blood, and by alliance : 

* Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me ? 

* If it be so, then both depart to him ; 

* I rather wish you fixM, than hollow friends ; 

* But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 

* Give me assurance with some friendly vow, 

* That I may never have you in suspect 

Mont. So God help Montague, as ne proves true ! 
Host, And Hastings, as he favours Edward's 
cause! 

* K, Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you stand 

by us ? 
Glo. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand you. 

* K. Edw. Why so ; then am I sure of victory. 

* Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no hour, 

* Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. 

(Exeunt. 
SC^J^E II— A plain in TVarwickshirt. Enter 
Warwick and Oxford, with French and other 
forces. 

War. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well ; 
The common people by numbers swarm to us. 

Enter Clarence and Somerset 
But see, where Somerset and Clarence come ; — 
Speak suddenly, my lords, are we all friends.^ 
Clar. Fear not that, my lord. 
War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto 
Warwick ; 
And welcome, Somerset : — I hold it cowardice, 
To rest mistrustful whfcre a noble heart 
Hath pawnM an open hand in sign of love ; 
Else might I think, that Clarence, Edward's brother. 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings : 
But welcome, Clarence ; my daughter shall be thine. 
And now what rests, but, m night's coverture. 
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Thy bcotber being car&iesaly encampM, 
His soldiers lurking in the towns ab<Hit, 
And but attended hj a simple guard, 
We may surprise and take him at our pleasure ? 
Our scouts have found the adventure very easy : 

* That as Ulysses, and stout Diomede, 

* With sleight and manhood stole to lUiesas' tents, 
*And brought (toxa thence the Thracian fatal 

steeds; 

* So we, well cover'd with the night's black mantle, 

* At unawares may beat down Edward's guard, 

* And seize himself; I say not — slaughter him, 

* For I intend but (mly to surprise him.— 

* You, that will follow me to this attempt, 

*' Applaud the name of Hennr, with your leader. 

\Thkey all cry, Henry ! 
Why, then, let's on our way in silent sort: 
For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint 
George! [Exeuni. 

SCEJVJ5 ///.—Edward's camp, near Warwick. 
Enter certain Watchmen, to g^uard the King's 
tent. ^ 

* 1 Waich, Conie on, my masters, each man 

take his stand ; 

* The king, by this, is set him down to sleep. 

* 2 Watch, What, will he not to-bed ? 

* 1 Watch, Why, no : for he hath made a solemn 

vow 

* Never to lie and take his natural rest, 

» Till Warwick, or himself, be quite suppress'd. 

* 2 Watch. To-morrow then, belike, shall be 

the day, 

* If Warwick be so near as men report 

* 3 Watch, But say, I pray, what nobleman is 

that, 

* That with the ki:g here resteth in his tent ? 

» 1 Watch. »Tis the lord Hastings, the king's 
chiefest friend. 

* 3 Watch. O, is it so ^ But why commands the 
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* That his chief followers lod^ in towns about him, 

* While he himself keepeth in the cold field? 

* 2 JVaich, 'Tis the more honour, because more 

dangerous. 

* 3 Watch. Ky \ but give me worship and quiet- 

ness, 

* I like it better than a dangerous honour. 

* If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 

* 'Tis to be doubted, he would waken him. 

* 1 IVaich. Unless our halberds did shut up his 

passage. 
*2 Watch, Ay; wherefore else guard we his 
royal tent, 

* But to defend his person from night-foes? 

Enter Warwick, Clarence, Ox.'brd, Somerset, and 
forces. 

* War. This is his tent ; and see, where stand 

hisg^uard. 
Courase, my masters : honour now, or n-cver! 
But follow me, and Edward shall be ours. 

1 Watch. Who goes there ? 

2 Watch. Stay, or thou diest 

(Warwick, and the rest, cry all — ^Warwick ! 
Warwick ! a»id set upon the guard; toho 
fly y crying — Arm! Arm! Warwick, ami 
tne restfJbUowing them. 

The drum beatings and trumpets sounding. Rc' 
enter Warwick, and the rest, bringing the King 
out in a goum, sitting in a chair; Uloster arul 
Hastings ^y. 

< Som. What are they that fly there ? 

* War. Richard, and Hastings : let them go, 

here's the duke. 
K. Edw. The duke ! why, Warwick, when we 
parted last. 
Thou cairdst me king ! 

War. Ay, but the case is alter'd . 

* When you disgrac'd me in my embassade, 
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* Then T degraded you from being king, 
And come now to create you duke of York. 
Alas ! how should you govern any kingdom. 
That know not how to use ambassadors ; 
Nor how to be contented with one wife ; 
Nor how to use your brothers brotherly ; 

* Nor how to study for the people^s welfare ; 
Nor how to shroud yourself fr<Mn enemies? 

* K. Edw. Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou 

here too .' 

* Nay, Aen I see, that Edward needs nnist down. — 
' Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance, 

* Of thee thyself, and all thy 'ccnnplices, 

* Edward will always bear himself as king : 

* Tbot^ fortune's malice overthrow my state, 

* My nund exceeds the compass of her wheel. 

IVar. Then, forhismind,^ be Edward England's 
king : [ Takes off hit crowji. 

But Henry now shall wear the English crown, 

* And be true king indeed; thou but the shadow.— 

* My lord of Somerset, at mv request, 

* See that forthwith duke Edward be convey*d 

* Unto my brother, archbishop of York. 

* When I nave fought with Pembroke and his fellows, 

* ril follow vou, and tell what answer 

* Lewis, and the lady Bona, send to him : — 
Now, for a while, farewell, good duke of Yoil:. 

* K. Edw. What fates impose, that men must 

need^ abide ; 

* It boofa* not to resist both wind and tide. 

[Exit King Ediv. led out / Som. loith him. 

* Oxf. WYvoA now remains, my lords, for us 

to do, 
» But march to London with our soldiers ? 

War. Ay, that's the first thing that we have 
to do; 

* To free king Hcnrj* from imprisonment. 

And see him seated in the regal throne. [Exeunt 

(1) t. e. In his mind ; as far as his own mind goeti 
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SCEJ>rE JK.— Loodon. A room in the palace. 
Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers. 

' Riv. Madam, what makes jou in this sadden 
change ? 

* Q. Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to 

learn, 

* What late misfortune is befalPn king Edward? 

Riv. What, loss of some pitched battle against 

Warwick ? 
' Q, EUz. No, but the loss of his own royal person. 
' Riv. Then is my sovereign slain? 

* Q, EHz, Ay, almost slain, for he is taken pris- 

oner; 

* Either betrayed by falsehood of his guard, 

* Or by his foe surprisM at unawares : 

* And, as I further have to understand, 

* Is new committed to the bishop of York, 

* Fell Warwick's brother, and by that our foe. 

* Riv. These news, I must confess, are full of grief: 

* Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may ; 

* Warwick may lose, that now hath won the day. 

* Q. Eliz. Till then, fair hope must hinder life's 

decay. 

* And I the rather wean me from despair, 

* For love of EMward's offspring in my womb : 

* This is it diat makes me bridle passion, 

* And bear with mildness my misfortune's cross ; 

* Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear, 

* And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs, 

* Lest witn my sighs or tears I blast or drown 

* King Eklward's fruit, true heir to the English crown. 

* Kiv, But, madam, where is Warwick then b^ 

come? 

* Q. Eliz. I am informed, fliat he comes towards 

London, 

* To set the crown once more on Henry's head : 

* Guess thou the rest ; king Edward's friends must 

down. 

* But to prevent the ^rrant's violence 
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* (For trust not him that hath once broken fai(h,) 

* ril hence forthwith unto the sanctuary, 

* To save at least the heir of BMward's rieht ; 

* There shall I rest secure from force, and fraud. 

* Come therefore, let us fly, while we may fly ; 

* If Warwick take us, we are sure to die. [Exe. 

SCEJSTE v.— A Park near Middleham Castle, 
in Yorkshire. Enter Gloster, Hastings, Sir 
William Stanley, and others. 

* Glo. Now, my lord Hastings, and sir William 

Stanley, 

* Leave oflf to wonder why I drew you hither, 

* Into this chiefest thicket of the park. 

* Thus stands the case : You know, our king, my 

brother, 

* Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands 

* He hath good usage and great liberty ; 

* And often, but attended with weak ^ard, 

* C<»nes hunting this way to disport hunself. 

* I have advdrtisM him by secret means, 

* That if about this hour, he make this way, 

* Under the colour of his usual game, 

* He shall here find his friends, with horse and men, 

* To set him free from his captivity. 

Enter King Edward, asid a Huntsman. 

* Hunt This way, my lord ; for this way lies the 

* K. Eaw. Nay, this way, man ; see, where the 

huntsmen stand. — 

* Now, brother of Gloster, lord Hastings, and the 

rest, 

* Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop*s deer? 

* Glo. Brother, the time and case requireth haste ; 
Your horse stands ready at the park comer. 

* K. Edw. But whither shall we then ? 

* Hast. To Lynn, my lord ; and ship from thence 

to Flanders. 
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* Qlo. Well guessM, believe me ; for that was 

my meaning. 

* K. Edw. Stanley, I will requite thy forwardness. 

* Glo. But wherefore stay we.^ *tisno time to talk. 
' K, Edw. Huntsman, what say*sl thou f wilt thou 

go along .^ 

* Hunt, Better do so, than tarry and be hang*d. 

* Glo. Come then, away ; let's have no more ada 
*K. Edw. Bbhop, farewell: shield thee from 

Warwick's frown ; 
And pray that I may repossess the crown. [Exe. 

SCEJVE Vl-^A room in the Tower, Enter 
King Heniy, Clarence, Warwick, Somerset, 
Young FUchmond, Oxford, Montague, Lieuten- 
ant of the J'ower, and AUendanit, 

* K. Hen. Master lieutenant, now that God and 

friends 

* Have shaken Eldward from the regal scat; 

* And lum'd my captive state to liberty, 

* My fear to hope, my sorrows unto ioys; 

* At our enlargement what tre thy due fees ? 

* Lwvi. Subjects may challenge nothing of their 

60vereie:ns ; 
» But, if an humole prayer may prevail, 
» I then crave pardon of your majesty. 
*K.Hen. For what, lieutenant ? ter well using 
me? 

* Nay, be thou sure, Pll well requite thy kindness, 

* For that it made my imi)risonment a pleasure : 

* Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds 

* Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts, 

* At last, by notes <rf household harmony, 

* They quite forget their loss of liberty. — 

* But, Warwick, after God, thou sett'st me free, 

* And chiefly therefore I th«ink God, and thee ; 

* He was the author, thou the instrument. 

* Therefore, tliat I may conquer fortune's spite, 

* By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me ; 

* And that the people of this blessed land 
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* May not be punishM with my thwarting stars ; 

* Warwick, although my head still wear the crown, 
*■ I here resign ray government to thee, 

* For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

» War. Your grace hath still been fam'd for 
virtuous ; 

* And now may seem as wise as virtuous, 

* By spying, and avoiding, fortune's malice, 

* For few men rightly temper with the stars ;* 

» Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace, 
*For choosing me, vfhen Clarence is in place.3 

* Clar, No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the 

swav, 

* To whom the heavens, in thy nativity, 

* Adjud^M an olive branch, and laurel crown, 

* As likely to be blest in peace, and war; 

* And therefore 1 yield thee my free consent 

* War. And 1 choose Clarence only for protector. 

* K. Hen. Warwick, and Clarence, give me both 

prour hands ; 

* Now jom your hands, and, with your hands, your 

hearts, 

* That no disseniuon hinder govenunent : 

* I make you both protectors of this land; 

* While 1 mjrself will lead a private life, 

* And in devotbn spend my latter days. 
To sin's rebuke, and my Creator's praise. 

War, What answers Clarence to his sovereign's 

will? 
« Clar. That he consents, if Warwick yield 
consent; 
» For on thy fortune I repose myself 

* War, Why then, though loth, yet must I be 

content: 

* WeMl yoke together, like a double shadow 

* To Henry's body> and supply his place ; 

* I mean, in bearing weight of government, 

(1) Few men conform their temper to their destiny. 
(2; Present 
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* While he enjoys the honouTf and hb ease. 

* And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful, 

* Forthwith that Edward be pronouncM a traitor, 

* And all his lands and eoods be confiscate. 
Clar, What else? and that succession be deter- 
mined. 

* War, Aj, therein Clarence shall not want hif 

part 
» K. Hsn. But, with the first of all your chief 
affairs, 

* Let roe entreat (fw I command no morO 

* That Mai^^aret your queen, and my son Edward, 

* Be sent for, to return from France with speed : 

* For, till 1 see them here, by doubtful fear 
« My joy of libertj- is half eclipsed. 

(Aar. It shall be done, my sovereign, with all 
speed. 

* JC. Hai. My lord of Somerset, what youth it 

that, 

* Of wb<Hn you seem to have so tender care ? 

* Som, my liege, it is young Heuiy, earl of 

Richmond. 
^K.Hen. Come hither, England*s hope: If secret 
powers [Lays his hand on his head, 

* Su^st but truth to my divining thoughts, 

' This pretty ladi will prove our countiy*s blibS. 

' His looks are fiiU of peaceful majesty ; 

' His head by nature framM to wear a crown, 

* His hand to wield a sceptre ; and himself 

* Likely, in time, to bless a regal throne. 
Make much of him, my lords ; for this is he, 

* Must help you more than you are hurt by me. 

Enter a Messenger. 

* War. What news, my friend ? 

*Mess. That Edward is escaped from youi 
brother, 

* And fled, as he hears smce, to Burgundy. 

(1) AAerward Henry VII. 
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» War. Unsavoury news : But how made b« 

escape ? 
» Mess. He was cpnvey'd by Richard duke of 

Gloster, 

* And the lord Hastings, who attended! him 

* In secret ambush on the forest side, 

* And from the bishop's huntsmen rescued him ; 

* For hunting was his daily exercise. 

» fVar. My brother was too careless of his 
charge. — 

* But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide 

* A salve for any sore that may betide. 

[Exeunt Kng Heniy, War. Clar. Lieut and 
attendants. 

* Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of 

Edward's : 

* For, doubtless, Burgundy will yield him help ; 

* And we shall have more wars,* before' t be long. 

* As Heme's late presaging prophecy 

•Did glad my herrt, with hope of this young 
Richmond ^ 

* So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts 

* What may befall him, to his harm, and ours : 

* Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 

* Forthwith we'll send him hence to Britany, 

* Till storms be past of civil enmity. 

* OTf. Ay ; for, if Edward repossess the crown, 

* 'Tb like, that Richmond with the rest shall down. 

* Som. It shall be so ; he shall to Britany. 

* Come therefore, let's about it speedily. [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE VIL— Before York. Enter King Ed- 
ward, Gloster, Hastings, and forces. 

' K. Edw Now, brother Richard, lord Hastings, 
and the rest ; 

* Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends, 

* And says — that once more I shall interchange 

* My waned state for Henry's regal crown. 

(1) f . e. Waited for him. 
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* Well have we pass'd, and now repassed the seas, 

* And brought desired help from Burgundy : 

* What then remains, we oeing thus arriv*d 

* From Ravenspurg haven before the gates of York, 

* Bot that we enter, as into our dukedom ? 

*Glo. The ^tes made fast !— Brother, I like 
not this ; 

* For many men, that stumble at the threshold, 

* Are well foretold — that danger lurks within. 

* K. Edw. Tush, man ! abodements must not 

now affright us : 

* By fair or foul means we must enter in, 

* For hither will our friends repair to us. 

* Hast My liege, I^ll knock once more, to 

summon them. 

Enter, on ike toalU, the Mayor of York, and At* 
brethren, 

* May. My lords, we were forewarned of your 

ccffning, 

* And shut the gates for safety of ourselves ; 

* For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

* K, Edw. But, master mayor, if Heniy be your 

* Yet Edward, at the least, is duke of York. 

* May. True, my good lord ; 1 know you for no less. 

* K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but my 

dukedom ; 

* As being well content with that alone. 

* Gh. l^ut, when the fox hatli once got in his nose, 

* He*ll soon find means to make the body follow. 

[Aside. 

* Hast. Why, master mayor, why stand you in 

a doubt ? 
Open the gates, we are king Heniy's friends. 
' May. Ay, say you soi^ the gates shall then be 
open'd. [ Exeunt from above. 

* Glo. A wise stout captain, and persuaded soon ! 

* Hast. The good ola man would fain that ail 

were well, 
VOL. V. S 
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» So 'twere not 'long of him :» but, being entered, 

* I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 

* Both hinii and all his brothers, unto reason. 

Re-enter the Mayor and (too Aldermen^ belmv, 

' K, Edw. So, master mayor : these gates must 
not be shut, 

* But in the night, or in the time of war. 

' What I fear not, man, but yield me up the keys ; 
[Takes the keys, 
' For Edward will defend the town, and thee, 

* And all those friends that deign to follow me. 

Drum, Enter Montgomery f and Jbrces,marching, 

Glo. Brother, this is sir John Montgomeiy, 
Our trusty friend, unless 1 be deceiv'd. 
*K. Edw. Welcome, sir John ! But why come 

you in arms f 
Mont. To help king Edward in his time of storm, 
As eveiT loyal subject ought to do. 
^K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomeiy: But we 
now forget 

* Our title to the crown ; and only claim 

* Our dukedom, till God please to send the rest 

* Mont. Thenfare you well, for I will henceagain; 
I came to senre a king, and not a duke, — 

< Drummer, strike up, and let us march away. 

[A march begun, 

* K. Edw. Nay, stay, sir Jcmn, a while ; and 

we'll debate, 

* By what safe means the crown may be pecover'd. 

* Mont. What talk you of debating? in few W(»d8, 

* If you'll not here proclaim yourself our king, 

* I'll leave you to your fortune ; and be gone, 
To keep thtem back that come to succour ^ou : 
Why should we fight, if you pretend no title f 

(1) The mayor is willing we should enter, so he 
may not be blamed. 
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* Glo, Why, brother, wherefore stand you on 

nice points? 
» K. Edw. When we grow stronger, then we'll 
make our claim : 

• Till then, 'tis wisdom to conceal our meaning. 

* ££€ut Away with scrupulous wit ! now arms 

must rule. 
*Glo. And fearless minds climb soonest unto 
crowns. 

• Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand ; 

• The bruiti thereof will bring you many friends. 

* K. Edw. Then be it as you will ; for 'tis my 

r%ht, 

• And Henry but usurps the diadem. 

Moni, Ay, now my sovereign speaketh like him- 
self; 
And now will I be Edward's champion. 

Host. Sound, trumpet; Edward shall be hera 
proclaim'd : — 

• Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation. 

[Gives him a paper. Flourish. 
Sold. [Reads.'] Edward the Fourth, by the grace 
of God, king of England and France, ana lora 
qf Ireland, &c. 
Mont. And whosoe'er gainsays king Edward's 
right. 
By this I challenge him to single fight 

[Throws down his gauntlet. 
All Long live Edward the Fourth ! 
*£1 Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomeiy ; — and 
thanks unto you all. 
« If fortune serve me, I'll requite this kindness. 
« Now, for this night, let's harbour here in York : 

• And, when the morning sun shall raise his car 

• Aboro the border of this horizon, 

• We'll forward towards Warwick, and his mates ; 
« For, well I wot,2 that Henry is no soldier. — 

• Ah, froward Clarence ! — how evil it beseems thec^ 

(1) Noise, report (2) Know 
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» To flatter Henry, and forsake thy brother ! 

* Yet, as we may, we'll meet both thee and War- 

wick. — 

* ( ome on, brave soldiers ; doubt not of the day ; 
» And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. 

\ExeuiU, 
SCEJSTE F///.— London. A toom in the palace. 
Enter King Heniy, Warwick, Clarence, Mon- 
tague, Exeter, ontf Oxford. 
TVar. What counsel, lords? Edward fromBelgia, 
With hasty Germans, and blunt Hollanders, 
Hath passM in safe^ through the narrow seas, 
And with his troops doth march amain to London ; 

* And many giddy people flock t« him. 

* Oxf. Let's levy men, and beat him back again. 
Clar. A litde fire is quickly trodden out ; 

Which, being sufier'd, rivers cannot quench. 
War. In Warwickshire 1 have true-hearted 
friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war; 
Those will I muster up : — and thou, son Clarence, 

* Shalt stir, in Suflblk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 

* The knights and gentlemen to come with thee: — 

* Thou, brother Montage, in Buckingham, 

* Northampton, and in Leicestershire, shalt find 

* Men well inclin'd to hear what thou command'st: — 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov'd, 
fn Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends.^— 
Mv sovereign, with the loving citizens, — 

» Like to his island, girt in with the ocean, 

* Or modest Dian, circled with her nrmphs, — 
Shall rest in London, till we come to him.— 
Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply.— 
Farewell, my sovereign. 

K. Hen. Farewell, mj Hector, and my Troy's 
true hope. 

* Clar. In sign of truth, 1 kiss your highness 

hand. 

* K. Hen. Well-minded Clarence, be thou for- 

tunate! 
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* Mont Comfoit, my lord ; — and so I take my 

leave. 

* Oxf. And thus [Kissing Heniy's hand.] I sea] 

my truth, and bid adieu. 

* K. Hen. Sweet Oxford, and mj loving M(hi> 

tague, 
» And all at once, once more a happy farewell. 
fVar. Farewell, sweet lords ; let's meet at Cov- 
entiT. [Exe. War. Clar. Oxf. and Mont 

* K. Hen. Here at the palace will I rest a while. 

* Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your to^xlship ? 

* Methinks, the power, that Edward hath in field, 

* Should not be able to encounter mine. 

* Exe. The doubt is, that he will seduce the rest 

* K. Hen. That's not my fear, my meed^ hath 

got me fame. 

* I have not stopp'd mine ears to their demands, 

* Nor posted off their suits with slow delays ; 

* My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds, 

* My mildness hath allay'd their swelling griefs, 

* My mercy dryM their water-flowing tears : 

* I have not been desirous of their wealth, 

* Nor much oppressM them with great subsidies, 

* Nor forwarcf of revenge, thou^^h they much crr'd ; 

* Then why should they love Edward more ihan me? 

* No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace : 

* And, when the lion fawns upon the lamb, 

* The lamb will never cease to follow him. 

[Shout toiUun. ^Lancaster! .^Lancaster! 
Exe. Hark, hark, my lord ! what shouts are these .'' 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, and Soldiers. 

* K. Edw. Seize on the shame-fac*d Heniy, bear 

him h^nce, 
' And once again proclaim us king of England. — 

* You are the fount, that makes small brooks to flow. 

* Now stops thy spring; my sea shall suck them dry, 
» And swell so much the higher by their ebb. — 

(1) Merit 
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* Hence with him to the Tower; let him not speak. 

[Exeunt some with King Heniy. 

* And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course, 

* Where peremptory Warwick now remains: 

* The sun shines hot, and, if we use delay, 

* Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-for hay.* 

* Glo. Away betimes, before his forces join, 

* And take the great-grown traitor unawares : 

* Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventiy. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCEJVE /.—Coventry. Enter, upon the walls, 
Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two Mes- 
sengers, and others. 

War. Where is the post, that came from valiant 
Oxford.? 

How far hence is thy loi-d, mine honest fellow ? 
' 1 Mess. By this at Dunsmore, marching hither* 

ward. 
War. How far off is our brother Montague .'* — 

Where is the post that came from Montague .-* 

* 2 Mess. By this at Daintry, with a puissant troop. 

Enter sir John Somerville. 

* War. Say, S(xnerville, what says my loving s<mi.? 
And, by the guess, how nigh is Clarence now ? 

^Som. At Southam 1 did leave him with his 

forces, 

^ And do expect him here some two hours hence. 

[Drum heard. 

» War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum. 

» Som. It is not his, my loi-d ; here Southam lies ; 

(1) The allusion is to the proverb, * Make hay 
while the sun shines.* 
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*The drum jour honour hears, marcheth from 
^^Brwick. 
« War. Who should that be ? belike, unlook*d. 
for friends. 

* Som. They are at hand, and you shall quickly 

know. 

Drwns, Enter Kinj Edward, Gloster, and Jbrces^ 
inarching. 

* K. Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and sounil 

a parlc. 

* Gto. See, how the surly Warwick mans the wall. 
War. O, unbid spite ! is sportful Edward come/ 

Where slept our scouts, or now are they seducM, 
That we could hear no news of his repair ? 

* K, Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city 

gates, 

* Speak eentle words, and humbly bend thy knee ?— 
' Call Edward — king, and at his hands beg mercy 

* And he shall pardon thee these outrages. 

* War, Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy force* 

hence. 
Confess who set thee up and pIuckM thee down.^ 
Call Warwick — patron, and be penitent, 
And thou shalt still remain the auke of Ifork. 
Glo. I thought, at least, he would have said- 

thekmg; 
Or did he make Die jest against his will ? 

* War. Is not a cUikedom, sir, a goodly gift.^ 

* Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give ; 
» ril do thee service for so good a g;ift. ' 

* War. 'Twas I, that gave the kingdom to thy 

brother. 
K Edw. Why, then *tis mine, if but by War- 
wick's gift 

* War. Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight: 
And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift s^n ; 
And Heniy is my king, Warwick his subject 

(1) t. e. Enrol myself among thy dependants. 
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*K. Edw. But Warvrick's king is Edward*! 
prisoner : 

* And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this, — 
What is the body, when the head is off? 

* Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more forecast, 
But, whiles he thought to steal the sinde ten, 

* The king was sliljr finger'd from the deck l^ 
You left poor Henry at the bishop's palace. 
And, ten to one, you'll meet him in the Towcr.^ 

K. Edw. 'Tis even so; yet you are Warwick still. 

* Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel 

down, kneel down : 

* Nav, when ? strike now, or else die iron cools. 

* IVar. I had rather chop this hand off at a blow, 

* And with the other fling it at thy face, 

* Than bear so low a sail, to strike to thee. 

*K. Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind and 
tide thy friend ; 

* This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair, 

* Shall, whiles the head is warm, and new cut off, 

* Write in tiie dust this sentence with thy blood, — 

* Wind-changing Warwick now can change no 

tnoTt. 

Enter Oxford, with drum and colours. 

* War, O cheerful colours ! see, where Oxford 

comes! 
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lanrnsfrr ! 

[Oxford and his forves enter the city. 

* Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too. 

* K, Edw. §o other foes may set upon our backs. 

* Stand we in good array ; for Oiey, no doubt, 

* Will issue out again, and bid us battle : 

' If not, the city t^ing but of small defence, 

* We'll quickly rouse the traitors in. the same. 

War. O, welcome, Oxford! for we want thy 
help. 

(1) A pack of cards was anciently termed a deck 
of cards. 
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EiUer Montague, with drum and colours. 

Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster ! 

[He and his forces enter the city. 

* Gh. Thoq and thy brother both shall buy this 

treason 

* Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 

* K. Edw. The harder matched, the greater 

victory ; 

♦ My mind presageth happy gain, and conquest 

Enter Scmoerset, with drum and colours. 

Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster ! 

[He and his forces enter the city. 

Glo. Two of thy name, both dukes of Somerset, 
Have sold their lives unto the house of York ; 
And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold. 

Enter Clarence, «;t7A drum and colours. 

War. And lo, where George of Clarence sweeps 
along, 
Of force enough to bid his brother battle ; 
» With whom an upright real to right prevails, 
» More than the nature of a brother's love : — 
•Come, Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick 
calls. 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this 
means ? 

[Taking the red rose out of his cap. 
' Look here, I throw my infamy at thee : 
I will not ruinate mv father's house, 
Who gave his blood to lime^ the stones together, 

• And set up Lancaster. Why, trow'st thou, War 

wick, 

* That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt,2 unnatural, 

• To bend the fatal instruments of war 

' Against his brother, and his lawful king ? 

(1) t. e. To cement. 

(2) Stupid, insensible of paternal fondness. 



284 THIRD PART OF Act K 

* Perhaps, thou wilt object my holy oath : 

* To keep that oath, were more impiety 

* Than Jephtha's, when he sacrific'd his daughter. 

* I am so sorry for my trespass made, 

» That, to deserve well at my brother's hands, 

* I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe ; 

* With resolution, wheresoe'er I meet thee, 

* (As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad,) 

* To plague thee for thy foul misleading me. 
And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee. 
And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks. — 

* Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends ; 

* And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults, 

* For 1 will henceforth be no more unccmstant. 

* K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times 

more belov'd. 
Than if thou never hadst deserv'd our hate. 
*GA). Welcome, good Clarence; this is brother- 
like. 
War. O passingi traitor, perjur'd, and unjust ! 
K. Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the 
town, and fight ? 
Or shall we b^t the stones about thine ears f 

* lyar. Alas, I am not coop*d here for defence : 
I will away towards Bamet presently, 

And bid thee battle, Edward^ if thou dar'st. 
K. Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and leads 
the way : — 
Lords, to the field ; Saint George, and victoiy ! 

[March. Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE II.— A Jkld of battle near Bamet.-— 
Alarums^ and Excursions. Enter King Ed- 
ward, bringing in Warwick wounded. 

*K. Edw. So, lie thou there: die thou, and 
die our fear ; 
» For Warwick was a bug,2 that fearM' us all — 

(1) Eminent, egregious. (2) Bugbear. 

(3) Terrified. 
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« Now, Montague, sit fast ; I seek for thee, 
» That Wanvick's bones may keep thine company. 

[ExtL 
War. Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend or foe, 
And tell me, who is victor, York, or Warwick? 
Why ask I that ? my mangled body shows, 

* My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart 

shows. 
That I must yield my body to the earth. 
And, by my (all, the conquest to my foe. 
Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge, 
. Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle, 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept ; 
Whose top-branch overpeer*d Jove's spreading 

ti-ee, 

* And kept low shrubs from winter's powerful wind. 

* These eyes, that now are dimm'a with death's 

black veil, 

* Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun, 

* To search the secret treasons of the world : , 
The wrinkles in my brows, now fill'd with blood, 
Were liken'd oft to kingly sepulchres ; 

For who liv'd kin^, but I could dig his grave ? 
And who durst smile, when Warwick bent his brow? 
Lo, now my gloiy smear'd in dust and blood I 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had. 
Even now forsake me ; and, of all my lands. 
Is nothing left me, but my body's length ; 
Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dust ? 
An4 live we now we can, yet die we must 

Enter Oxford and Somerset 

* Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wert thou ai 

we are, 

* We might recover all our loss again ! 

* The queen from France hath brought a puissant 

power; 

* Even now we heard the news : Ah, could'st thou fly ! 

* JVar. Why, then I would not fly. — Ah, Mon 

tague. 
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» If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand, 

* And with thy lips keep in my soul a while ! 

* Thou lov'st me not; for, brother, if thou didst, 

* Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood, 

* That glews my lips, and will not let me speak. 

* Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead. 

* Som. Ah, Warwick, Montague bath breathM 

his last ; 

* And to the latest gasp, cried out for Warwick, 

* And said— Commend me to my valiant brother. 

* And more he would have said ; and more he spoke, 

* Which sounded like a cannon in a vault, 

* That mi^ht not be distinguished ; but, at last, 

* I well might hear delivered with a groan, — 

* O, farewell, Warwick .' 

IViir. Sweet rest to his soul ! — 

Fly, lords, and save yourselves ; for Warwick bids 

You all farewell, to meet again in heaven. [Dies. 

Oxf. Away, away, to meet the queen's great 

power! 

[Exeuntf bearing off Warwick's hody. 

SCEJVE III— Another pari of ike Jield, Flou- 
rish. Enter King Edward in iriumph; with 
Clarence, Gloster, and the rest. 

*■ K. Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward 
course, 

* And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory. 

* But, in the midst of this bright-shining day, 

* I spy a black, suspicious, threatening cloud, 

* I'hat will encoimter with our glorious sun, 

* Ere he attain his easeful western bed : 

* I mean, my lords, — ^those powers, that the queen 

* Hath rais'd in Gallia, have arrivM our coast, 

* And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

« Cla. A little gale will soon disperse that cloud, 

* And blow it to Uie source from whence it came : 

* Thy very beams will diy those vapours up ; 

* For eveiy cloud engenders not a storm. 

* Glo. The queen is valu'd thirt)' thousand strong. 
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* And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her; 

* If she have time to breathe, be well assured, 
Her faction will be full as strong as ours. 

K. Edw. We are advertised by our loving friends. 
That they do hold their course toward Tewksbuiy ; 

* We having now tlie best at Bamet field, 

* Will thither straight, for willingness rids way ; 

* And, as we march, our strength will be augmented 
In every county as we go along. — 

Strike up the drum ; cry — Courage ! and away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE IV.^Plains war Tewksbury. March. 

Enter Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, Som* 

erset, Oxford, and Soldiers. 

* Q. Mar. Great lords, wise men ne^er sit and 

wail their loss, 

* But cheerly seek how to redress their harms. 

* What though the mast be now blown over-board, 

* The cable broke, the holding anchor lost, 

* And half our sailors swallowed in the flood .^ 

* Yet lives our pilot still : Is't iheet, that he 

' Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 
» With tearful eyes add water to the sea, 

* And give more strength to that which hath too 

much ; 

* Wliiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the rock, 

* Which industiy and courage might have 8av*d f 
^ Ah, what a shame ! ah, what a fault were this ! 

* Say, Warwick was our anchor ; What of that ? 

* And Montague our top-mast; What of him f 
*Our slaughterM friends the tackles; What of 

these.' 

* Why, is not Oxford here another anchor? 

* And Skxnerset another goodly mast f 

* The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings .' 

* And, though unskilful, why not Ned and I 

* For once allow'd the skilful pilots charge ? 

< We will not from the helm, to sit and weep ; 

* But keep our course, though the rough wind say 

— no. 
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*From shelves and rocks that threaten us with 
wreck. 

* As good to chide the waves, as speak them fair. 

* And what is Edwai-d, but a ruthless sea ? 

* What Clarence, but a quicksand of deceit? 

* And Richard, but a ragged fatal rock ? 

* All these the enemies to our poor bark. 

* Say, you can swim ; alas, *tis but a while : 

» Tread on the sand ; why, there you quickly sink: 

* Bestride tlie rock ; the tide will wash vou of!', 

* Or else you famish, that's a threefold death. 

* This speak I, lords, to let you understand, 

* In case some one of you would fly from us, 

* That there's no hop'd-for mercy with the brothei-s, 

* More than with ruthless waves, with sands, and 

rocks. 

* Why, courage, then ! what cannot be avoided, 

* 'Twere childish weakness to lament, or fear. 

* Prince. Methinks, a woman of this vaKanl 

spirit 

* Should, if a coward heard her speak these words, 

* Infuse his breast with ma^animity, 

* And make him, naked, foil a man at arms. 

* I speak not this, as doubting any here : 

* For, did I but suspect a fearful man, 

* He should have leave to go away betimes ; 

* Lest, in our need, he might infect another, 

* And make him of like spirit to himself. 

* If any such be here, as God forbid ! 

* Let him depart, before we need his help. 

* Oxf. W(MTien and children of so high a courage ! 
And warriors faint .' why, 'twere perpetual shame. — 

* O, brave youn^ prince ! thy famous grandfather 
Doth live again in thee ; Long may'st thou live, 
To bear his image, and renew his glories ! 

* Som. And he, that will not fight for such a hope, 

* Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day, 

* If he arise, be mock'^I and wonder'd at. 

* Q. J^ar. Thanks, gentle Somerset ; — sweet 

Oxford, thanks. 
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* Prince, ^nd take his thanks, that yet hath 

nothing else. 

Enter a Messenger. 

• Mtss. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand| 

* Ready to fight ; therefore be resolute. 

* Oxf. I thoueht no less : it is his policy, 
' To Imste thus fast, to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he*s deceiv*d, we are in readiness. 

Q. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your for- 
wardness. 

Oxf, Here pitch our battle, hence we will not 
budge. 

JtfardL "Enter y at a distance^ King Edward, Cla- 
rence, Gloster, and forces, 

• K, Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands the 

thorny wood, 
'Which, by the heavens* assistance, and your 
strength, 

* Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night 
» I need not add more fuel to your fire, 

* For, well I wot,i ye blaze to bum them out : 

* Give signal to the fij^t, and to it, lords. 

Q. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what 1 
should say, 

* My tears gainsay ;2 for every word I speak, 
' Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 

* Therefore, no more but this : — ^Henry, your sove- 

reign, 
' Is prisoner to the foe ; his state usurped, 

* His realm a slaughter-hcnise, his subjects slain, 

* His statutes cancell'd, and his treasure spent ; 

* And yonder is the wolf, that makes this spoil. 

* You fi^ht in justice : then, in God*s name, lords, 

* Be valiant, and give signal to the fight 

[Exeunt both armies. 

(1) Know. (2) Unsay, deny. 
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SCENE V.^Another part of the same. Alar- 
ums: Excursions: and qflerwardsa Retreat. 
Then enter King Edward, Clarence, Gloster, 
and forces ; with Queen Mai^su:ct, Oxford, and 
Somerset, prisoners, 

* K, Edw. Now, here a period of tumultuous broils. 
Away with Oxford to Harames* castle* straight : 
For ScHnerset, c^ with his guilty head. 

* Go, bear them hence ; I will not hear them speak. 

Oxf. For ray part, Pll not trouble thee with words. 

* Som. Nor I, but stoop with patience to my for- 

tune. [Exeunt O&f. and Som. guarded. 

* Q.Mar. So part we sadly in this troublous world, 
» To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 

*K. Edw. h proclamation made, — that, who 
finds Edward, 

* Shall have a high reward, and he his life ? 

* Glo. Itis : and, lo, where youthful Edward comes. 

Enter Soldiers with Prince Edward. 

* K. Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear 

him speak : 

* What ! can so young a thorn begin to prick ? 

* Edward, what satisfaction canst &ou make, 

* For bearing arms, for stirring up niy subjects, 

* And all the trouble thou hast tumM me to f 
Prince. Speak like a subject,.proud ambitious York! 

Suppose that I am now my father's mouth ; 
Resign thy chair, and, where I stand, kneel thou, 
Whilst I propose the self-same words to thee. 
Which, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer to. 
Q. Mar. Ah, that thy father had been so resolvM ! 

* Glo. That you might still have worn the petti- 

coat. 
And ne'er have stoPn the breech from Lancaster. 

Prince. Let ^sop2 fable in a winter's night; 
His currish riddles soi-t not with this place. 

(1) A castle in Picardy. 

(2) The prince calls Richard, for hi* crooked 
ness, ^sop. 
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Oh. By beaven, brat, V\\ plague yoa for that word. 
Q. Mar. Ay, thoa wast bora to be a plague to men. 
Olo. For Uod's sake, take awa^ this captive scold. 
Prince, Nay, take awaj this scolding crook- 
back rather. 
( K, Edno. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm^ 

your tongue. 
Clar. Untutor*d lad, thoa art too malapert 
Prince, I know my duty, you are all undutiful 
Lascivious Edward, — and thou perjur'd George, — 
And thou misshapen Dick, — ^I tell ye all, 
I am your better, traitors as ye are ; — 

* And thou usurp^st my Other's right and mine. 
K. Edto. Take that, the Ukeness of this railei 

here. [Stabs him. 

»Glo. SprawPst thou? take that, to end thy 

a£ony. [Glo. eUUfs him. 

* Clar. And there's for twitting me with perjuiy. 

[Clar. etabs him 

S. Mar. O, kill me too ! 
lo. Many, and shall. [Offers to kill her. 

* K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have 

d(ne too much. 
Gh. Why should she live, to fill the world with 

words ?2 
*K. Edw. What! doth she swoon.' use means 

for her recoveiy. 
Glo. Clarence, excuse me to the king my brother : 
^ ril hence to London on a serious matter : 

* Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news. 

Oar. What.' what.' 

*GA). The Tower, the Tower! [Exit. 

*Q. Jlfar. O, Ned, sweet Ned! speak to thy 
mother, boy ! 

* Canst thou not speak .' — O traitors ! murderers ! — 
They, that stabbM Caesar, shed no blood at all. 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame, 

(1) t. e. I will compel you to be as silent as if 
you were deprived of speech by enchantment 

(2) Dispute, contention. 
VOL. V. T 
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* If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 

* He was a man ; this, in respect, a child ; 
And men ne*er spend their fury on a child. 

* What's worse than murderer, that I may name it ^ 

* No, no ; my heart will burst, an if I speak : — 

* And I will speak, that so my heart may burst— 

* Butchers ana villains, bloody cannibals ! 

* How sweet a plant have you untimely cropped ! 

* You have no children, butchers ! if you haa, 

* The thought of them would have stirr'd up remorse: 

* But, if you ever chance to have a child. 
Look in his youth to have him so cut off, 

» As, deathsmen ! you have rid this sweet young 
prince! 
K, Edw. Away with her ; go, bear her hence 

perforce. 

Q. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, despatch 

me here; 

Here sheath thy sword, Pll pardon thee my death : 

What ! wilt thou not .'—then, Clarence, do it thou. 

Clar. By heaven, I will not do thee so much case. 

Q.Mar. Good Clarence, do; sweet Clarence, 

do thou do it 
Clar. IKdst thou not hear me swear, I would 

not doit.' 
Q. Mar. At, but ihoa usest to forswear thyself; 
»Twas sin before,* but now 'tis charity. 

* What ! wilt thou not.' where is that devil's butcher, 
Hard-favour'd Richard.' Richard, where art thou.' 
Thou art not here : Murder is thy alms-deed ; 
Petitioners for blood thou ne'er pul'st back. 

* K. Edw. Away, I say ; I charge ye, bear her 

hence. 
Q. Mar. So come to you, and yours, as to this 

prince ! [Exit^ led out forcibly, 

K. Edw. Where's Richard gone .' 

* Clar. To London, all in post ; and, as I guess, 
To DMdce a bloody supper in the Tower. 

(1) She alludes to the desertion of Clarence. 
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K. Edu). He*s sudden, if a thing comes in his 
head. 

* Now march we hence : discharge the common sort 
' With pay and thanks, and let's away to London, 

* And see our gentle aueen how well she fares ; 

* By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. [Exeuni. 

SCEJ^E F7.— London. A room in the Tower. 
King Henry is discovered sitting with a book m 
his hand, the Lieutenant attending. Enter 
Gloster. 

Glo. Good day, my lord ! What, at your book 

so hard? 
K. Hen. Ay, my good lord: My lord, I should 
say rather; 
Tis sin to flatter, goixi was little better : 
Good Gloster, and good devil, were alike, 

* And both preposterous ; therefore, not good lord. 

* Glo. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves : we must 

confer. [Exit Lieutenant. 

* K. Hen. So flies the reckless^ shepherd from 

the wolf: 
» So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece, 

* And next his throat unto the butcher's knife. — 
What scene of death hath Roscius now to act.^ 

Gh. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind; 
The thief cloth fear each bush an officer. 
< K. Hen. The burd, that hath been limed in a 
bush, 

* With trembling wings misdoubteth^ eveiy bush, 
And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird. 
Have now the fatal object in my eye. 

Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught and 
kiflM. 

* Gh. Why, what a peevish' fool was that of 

Crete, 
' That taught his son the ofike of a fowl ? 

(1) Careless. 

(2) To misdoubt is to suspect danger, to fear. 

(3) ChUdish. 
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* And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drownM 

* K. Hen. I, Daedalus ; niy poor boy, Icarus ; 
Thy father, Minos, that denied our course ; 

< The sun, that searM the wines of my sweet boy, 

* Thy brother Edward ; and Uiyself, the sea, 

* Whose envious pilf did swallow up his life. 

* Ah, Idll me with thy weapon, not with words!. , 
« My breast can better broolc thy dagger's point. 
Than can my ears that tragic history. — 

* But wherefore doSt thou come? is't for my life? 

* Glo. Think'st thou I am an executioner? 
K, Hen, A persecutor, I am sure, thou art ; 

* If murdering innocents be executing, 
' Why, then thou art an executi(ner. 

GUi. Thy son I kiUM for his presumption. 
K. Hen. Hadst thou been lull'd, When first thod 
didst presume. 
Thou hadst not livM to kill a son of mine. 

* And thus I prophesy,— that many a thousand, 

* Which now mistrust no parcel ' of my fear ; 
*And man^ an old man's sigh, and many a 

widow's, 

* And many an orphan's water-standing eye, — 

* Men for their sons, wives for their husbands' fate, 

* And orphans for their parents' timeless death,— 

* ShaH rue the hour that ever thou wast bom. 
The owl shriek'd at thy birth, an evil sign ; 

* The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time ; 
Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempests shook down 

trees; 
The raven rook'ds her on the chimney's top, 
And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain. 
And yet brought forth less than a mother's hope ; 

* To wit, — an indigest deformed lump, 
Not like the fruit of such a eoodly tree. 

Teeth hadst thou in thy head, when thou wast bom, 

(1) No part of what my fears presage. 

(2) To rook, signified to squat down or lodge on 
anything. 
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To stenifvi — ^thoa cam'st to bite the world : 
And, tf the rest be trae which I have heard, 

* Thou cam'st— 

Qlo, V\\ hear no more ;— Die, prophet, in thy 
speech ; [Stabs him. 

For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain*d. 

£. Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughter af> 
terthis. 

God ! forgive my sins, and pardon thee ! [Diet. 
Glo. What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster 

Sink in the ground? I thought it would hav« 

mounted. 
See, how my sword weeps for die poor king's death 

* O, may such purple tears be always shed 

* From those that wish the downfal of our house !• 

* If any spark of life be yet remaining, 

Down, down to hell ; and say — I sent thee thither 
[Stabs him again 
I, that have neither pi^, love, nor fear. — 
Indeed, 'tis true, that Henry told me of; 
For I have often heard my mother say, 

1 came into the world with my 1^ forward : 
Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste, 

* And seek their ruin that usurp'd our right? 
The midwife wonder'd ; and the women cried, 
O, Jesus bkss uSfheis bom with teeth / 

* And so I was; which plainly signified — 
That I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog. 

* Then, since the heavens have shup'd my body so, 
Let hell make crook'd my mind to answer it 

I have no brother, I am hke no brother : 

* And this word— love, which greybeards call divine. 
Be resident in men like (»e another, 

- And not in me ; I am myself al<xie. — 
Clarence, beware ; thou keep'st me from the light ; 
But I will sort* a pitchy day for thee : 
For I will buzt abroad such prophecies, x 

That Edward shall be fearful of his life ; 
And then, to purge his fear, I'll be thy death. 

(1) Select 
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* King Henry, and the prince his son, are gone ; 

* Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest; 
Counting myself but bad, till I be best — 

* I'll throw thy body in another room. 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. [Exit 

SCEJ^E VIL — The same. A room in the pal- 
ace. King Edward is discovered sitting on his 
throne f Queen Elizabeth wi/A the infant prince, 
Clarence, Gloster, Hastings, and others, near 
him. 

K. Edw. Once more we sit in England's royal 
throne, 
Re-pnrchasM with the blood of enemies. 
iVhat valiant foe-men, like to autumn's com. 
Have we mow'd down, in tops of all their pride ? 
Three dukes of Somerset, threefold renown'd 
For hardy and undoubted champbns : 
Two Clifibrds, as the father and the son. 
And two Northumberlands ; two braver men 
Ne'er spurr'd their coursers at the trumpet's sound : 

* With them, the two brave bears, Warwick and 

Montague, 
That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion. 
And made the forest tremble when they roar'd. 
Thus have we swept suspicion frwn our seat, 
And made our footstool of security. — 
Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy :— 
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles, and myself. 
Have in cMir armours watch'd the winter's night; 

* Went all afoot in summer's scalding heat. 
That tliou might'st repossess the crown in peace ; 
And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain. 

Glo. I'll blast his harvest, if your head were laid ; 
For yet I am not look'd on in the world. 
This shoulder was ordain'd so thick, to heave; 
And heave it shall some weight, or break my 

back:— 
Work thou the way,— and tlwu shall execute. 

[Aside. 
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K. Edw. Clarence, and Gloeter, love mj Io?eIj 
queen; 
And kiss jour princely nephew, brothers bolh. 

Ciar. The duly that I owe unto your majesty, 
I seal upcMi the lips of this sweet babe. 
K. Mdw. Thanks, noble Clarence ; worthy bro- 
ther, thanks. 
* Glo. And, that I love the tree from whence 
thou sprang'st, 

* Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit : — 
To say the truth, so Judas kis8*d his 1 

master; f a^ij^ 

* And cried— all hail !— when as hemeantr •'**'**^ 

— all harm; J 

K. Edw. Now am I seated as my soul delights, 
Having my countrv*s peace, and brothers' loves. 
Clar. What will your grace have done with 
Mars^aret ? 
Reignier, her lather, to the king of France 
Hath pawnM the Sicils and Jerusalem, 
And hither have they sent it for her ransom. 
K, Edw. Away with her, and waOt her hence to 
France. 
And now what rests, but that we spend the time 
With stately triumphs,* mirthful comic shows, 
Such as bent the pleasures c^ the court? — 
Sound, drums and trumpets ! — ^farewell, sour annoy ! 
For here, I hqpe, begins our lasting joy. [ExeunL 



The three parts of Kin^Hemy VI. are suspected, 
by Mr. Theobald, of bemg supposititious, and are 
declared, by Dr. Warburton, to be certainly not 
Shakspeare*s. Mr. Theobald's suspicion arises fmn 
some obsolete words ; but the phraseology is like 
the rest of our authors s^le, and single words, oi 
which however I do not observe more man two, can 
conclude little. 

(1) Public shows. 
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Dr. Warburton gives no reason, but I Ruppose 
him to jud^ upon deeper principles and more 
comprehensive views, ana to draw his opinion from 
the general effect and spirit of the composition, 
which he thinks inferior to the other historical plays. 

From mere inferiority nothing can be inferred ; 
in the productions of wit there will be inequality. 
S(xnetimes judgment will err, and sometimes the 
matter itself will defeat the artist. Of every au- 
thor*s works one will be the best, and one will be 
the worst. The colours are not equally pleasing, 
nor the attitudes equally graceful, in all the pictures 
of Titian or Reynolds. 

Dissimilitude of style and heterogeneousness of 
sentiment, may sufficiently show that a work does 
not really belong to the reputed author. But in 
these plap no such marks of spuriousncss are found. 
The aiction, the versification, and the figures, are 
Shakspeare^s. These plays, considered without i-e- 
gard to characters ana incidents, merely as narra- 
tives in verse, are more happily conceived, and 
more accurately finished, than those of King John, 
Richard II. or the tragic scenes of King Henry 
IV. and V. If we take these plays from Shak« 
speare, to whom shall they be given ? What au- 
thor of that age had the same easiness of expres- 
sion and fluency of numbers f 

Of these three plays I think the second the best 
The truth is, that th^ have not sufficient variety 
of action, for the incfdents are too often of the same 
kind; yet man^ of the characters are well dis- 
criminated. King Henry, and his Queen, King 
Edward, the Duke of Gloucester, and the Earl of 
Warwick, are very strongly and distinctly painted. 

JOHNSON. 
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Sons to the king. 



.\ 



Brothers to (he 
king. 



king 



King Edward the Fourth. 
Edward,/>rmcc offValeSy after' 

wards King Edward V. 
Richard, dvkc of York, 
George, duke of Clarence, 
Richard, duke of Gloster, 

afterwards King Rich. III. 
A young Son of Clarence. 
Henry, earl of Richmond, afterwards 

Henry VIl. 
Cardinal Bouchier, archbishop of Canterbury. 
Thomas Rotheram, archbishop of York. 
John Morton, bishop of Ely. 
Duke of Buckingham. 
Duke of Norfolk ; Earl of Surrey, his son. 
Earl Rivers, brother to king Edward's queen: 
Marquis of Dorset, and Lord Grey, her sons. 
Earl o/* Oxford. Lord Hastings. Lord Stanley. 

Lor^ Lovel. 
Sir Thomas Vaughan. Sir Richard Ratcliff. 
Sir William Catesby. Sir James Tyn-el. 
Sir James Blount Sir Walter Herbert. 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, lieutenant of the Tower. 
Christopher Urswick, a priest. Another priest. 
Lord Mayor of London. Sheriff of Wiltshire. 

Elizabeth, queen of king Edward IT. 

Margaret, widow of king Henry VI. 

Duchess of York, mother to king Edward IV. 

Clarence, and Gloster. 
lAidy Anne, widow of Edward, prince of Wales, 

son to king Henry VI. ,• afterwards married to 

the Duke of Gloster. 
A young Daughter of Clarence. 

Lords and other attendants; two Gentlemen, a 
Pursuivant, Scrivener^ Citizens, Murderers, 
Messengers, Ghosts, Solars, ^c. 
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LIFE AND DEATH 

or 

KING RICHARD III. 



ACT I. 

SCEUVE /.—London. A street Enter Gloster. 

Gloster, 

IS OW is the winter of our discontent 

Made glorious summer bv this sun of York ; 

And ail the clouds, that lourM upon our house. 

In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths; 

Our bruised arms hung up for mcuiuments ; 

Our stem alarums changM to merry meetings. 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.! 

Grim-visagM War hath snKX>th*d his wrinkled front ; 

And now, — instead of mounted barbed^ steeds, 

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,— 

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But I, — that am not shap'd for sportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 

I, that am rudely stampM, and want love's majesty. 

To strut before a wanton ambling nyniph ; 

I, that am curtailed of this fair proporticm, 

Cheated of feature by dissemblmg nature, 

(1) Dances. (^) Aimed. 
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DeformM, unfinishM, sent before my time 
Into thrs breathing world, scarce half made up, 
And that so lamely and unfashionable, 
That do^ bark at me, as I halt by them ; — 
Why I, m this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to pass away the time ; 
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun, 
And descant on mine own deformity ; 
And therefore, — since I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain tiiese fair well-spoken days, — 
I am determined to prove a villain. 
And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 
Plots have I laid, inductions^ dangerous, 
Ejr drunken prophecies, libels, and dreuns. 
To set my brother Clarence, and the king, 
. in d^dlv hate the one against the other : 
And, if icing Edward be as true and just, 
As I am subtle, false, and treacherous, 
This day should Clarence closely be mew'd up ; 
About a prophecy, which savs — that G 
Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul ! here Clarence 
comes. 

Enter Clarence, guarded^ and Brakenbury. . 

Brother, good day: What means this armed guard 
That waits upon your grace T 

Clfir. His majesty, 

Tendering my person's safety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glo. Upon what cause ? 

C^r, Because my name is — George. 

Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours ; 
He should, for that, commit your godfathers i 
.O, belike, his majesty hath some intent. 
That you shall be new christen'd in the Tower. 
But what's the matter, Clarence ? may I know } 

Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know; for I protest, 

(1) Preparations for mischief 
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As yet I do not : But, as I can leam. 

He heaiilcens after prophecies, and dreams ; J 

And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 

And sajs — a wizard told him, that by G 

His issue disinherited should be; 

And, for my name of George begins with G, 

It follows in his thought, that I am he : u . . 

These, as I learn, and such like toys* as these, 

Have mov*d his highness to commit me no^. 

Gio. Why, this it is, when men are rulM hj 
women : — 
Tis not the kine that sends yoa to the Tower ; 
My lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, *tis she. 
That tempers him to this extremity. 
Was it not she, and that good man of worship, 
Antony Woodeville, her brother there. 
That made him send lord Hastings to the Tower ; 
Frcwn whence this present day he is delivered ? 
We are not safe, Clarence, we are not safe. 

Clar. By heaven, I think, there is no man secure. 
But tiie queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and mistress Shore. 
Heard you not, what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery ? 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liber^. 
IMl tell you what, — I (hink, it is our way, 
If we will keep in favour with the king, 
To be her men, and wear her livery : 
The jealous o'er-wom widow, and herself,^ 
Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewranen. 
Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Brak. 1 beseech your graces both to pardon me : 
His majesty hath straitly given in charge. 
That no man shall have private conference. 
Of what d^ree soever, with his brother. 

Gio, Even so? an please your worship, Braken 
boiy, 

(1) Fancies. (2) The queen and Shore. 
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You may partake of any thing we say : 
We speak no treason, man ; — We say the king 
Is wise and virtuous; and his noble queen 
Well struck in years; fair, and not jealous; 
We say, that Shore*s wife hath a pretty foot, 
A chenry lip, 

A bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue ; 
And the queen^s kindred are made gentlefolks : 
How say you, sir? can you deny all this ? 

Brak. Witti this, my lord, myself have nought 
to do. 

Glo. Naught to do with mistress Shore I I tell 
thee, fellow. 
He that doth naught with her, excepting one, 
Were best to do it secretly, alcHie. 

Brak. What one, my lord? 

Glo. Her husband, knave: — ^Would^st thou 
betray me? 

Brak. I beseech your grace to pardon me ; and, 
withal. 
Forbear your ccnifercnce with the noble duke. 

Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and 
will obey. 

Glo. We are the queen*s abjects,* and must obey. 
Brother, farewell : 1 will unto the king; 
And whatsoever you will eniploy me in,— 
Were it, to call king Edward's widow — sister, — 
I will perform it to enfranchise you. 
Mean time, this deep disgrace in brotherhood. 
Touches me deeper thaq you can imagine. 

Clar. I know it pleaseth neither of us well. 

Glo. Well, your unprisonment shall not be IcMig; 
I will deliver you, or else lie for you : 
Mean time, have patience. 

Clar. I must perforce ; farewell. 

[ExeurU Clarence, Brakenbury, and Guard. 

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne*er 
letum. 

(1) Lowest of subjects. 



Scene I. KING RICHARD III. 305 

Simple, plain Clarence ! — ^I do lore thee so, 
That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven, 
If heaven will take the present at our hands. 
But who comes here ? the new-delivef 'd Hastings ? 

Enter Hastings. 

Hcui. Good time of day unto my gracious lortf ! 

Glo, As much unto my good lord chamberlain ! 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 
How hath your lordship brook'd imprisonment.^ 

Hast. With patience, noble lora, as prisoners 
must: 
But I shall live, my lord, to ^re them thanks, 
That were the cause of my unpriscmment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt ; and so shall Clarence 
too; 
For they, that were your enemies, are his. 
And have prevailed as much on him, as you. 

Hast IVlore pity that the eagle should be mew*d,l 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What news abroad ? 

Hast No news so bad abroad, as this at home :^ 
The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy. 
And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Glo. Now, by saint Paul, this news is bad indeed. 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long. 
And over-much c(msOm*d his royal person ; 
'Tis very grievous to be thought upcxi. 
What, is he in his bed ? 

Hast He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

[Exit Hastings 
He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die, 
Till George be pck'd with posthorse up to heaven 
I'll in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With lies well steelM with weighty argument* . 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to Uve : 

(1) Confined. 
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Which done, God take Icings Edward to his mercy. 

And leave the world for me 1o bustle in ! 

For then 1*11 many Warwick's joungcst daughter. 

What though I kilPd her husband, and her lather f 

The readiest way to make the wench amends, 

Is — to beccxne her husband, and her father : 

The which will I ; not all so much for love. 

As for another secret close intent, 

By mariring her, which I must reach unta 

But yet I run before my horse to market : 

Claience still breathes: Edward still lives, and 

reigns; 
When they are gone, then must I count my gains. 

[Exit 

SCEJVE Il^The sarfie. Anoiher street. En- 
ter the corpse of King Henry the Sixth, home 
in an open coffin. Gentlemen bearing halberds^ 
to guard it ; and Lady Anne as mourner. 

Anne. Set down, set down, your honourable 

load, — 
If honour may be shrouded in a hearse, — 
Whilst I a while obsequiously! lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. — 
Poor key-cold figure of a holy king ! 
Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster ! 
Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood ! 
Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost. 
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughterM son. 
Stabbed by the self-same hand that made these 

wounds ! 
Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life, 
I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes : — 
O, cursed be tne hand that made these holes ! 
Cursed tiie heart, that had the heart to do it ! 
Cursed the blood, that let this blood from hence •' 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

(I) Funereal. 
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That makes us wretched by the d^ath of thee, 
That I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 
Or any creeping venomM thing that lives ! 
If ever he have child, abortive be it. 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 
Whose ugly and unnatural asp^t 
May fright the hopeful mother at the view; 
And that be heir to his unbappiness ! 
If ever he have wife, let her be made 
More miserable by the death of him. 
Than I am made bv my young lord, and thee ! — 
Come, now, toward Chertsey with your holy load. 
Taken from Paul's to be interred there ; 
And, still as you are weary of the weight, 
Rest you, whiles I lament king Heniy*s corse. 
[The Bearers takes up'ihe corpse, and advance. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Stay you, that bear the corse, and set it 

down. 
Anne. What black magician conjures up this 
fiend. 
To stop devoted charitable deeds .^ 
Glo. Villains, set down the corse ; or, by saint 
Paul, 
1*11 make a corse of him that disobeys. 

1 Gent My lord, stand back, and let the cofiin pass. 
Glo. UnmannerM dog! stand thou when I com- 
mand: 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast. 
Or, by saint P^ul, PU strike thee to my foot. 
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

[The bearers set down the coffin. 
Anne, What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid : 
Alas, I blame you not ; for you are mortal, 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. — 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell ! 
Thou hadst but power over his mortal body. 
His soul thou canst not have ; therefore be gone. 
Glo. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst 
VOL. V. U 
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Anne. Foul devil, for God*s sake, hence, and 
trouble us not : 
For thou hast made the happj earth thj hell, 
Fill'd it with cursing cries, and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
Behold this pattern* of thy butcheries : — 
O, gentlemen, see, see ! dead Henry^s wounds 
Open their congeal'd mouths, and bleed afresh ! — 
Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity ; 
For 'tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells; 
Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural, 

Provokes this deluge most unnatural. 

O God, which this blood mad'st, revenge his death . 
O earth, which this blood drink*st, revenge his death ! 
Either, heaven, with lightning strike the murderer 

dead, 
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick ; 
As thou dost swallow up this good king^s blood, 
Which his hell-govemM arm hath butchered I 

Glo. Lady, you know no rules of charity. 
Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 

Anne. Villain, thou know*st no law of God nor 
man; 
No beast so fierce, but knows some touch of pity. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beast. 

Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth ! 

Gh. More wonderful, when angels are so angiy.— 
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman. 
Of these supposed evils, to give me leave, 
By circumstance, but to acquit myself 

Anne. Vouchsafe, diffused infectionof a man. 
For these known evils, but to give me leave. 
By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself 

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou 
canst make 

(1) Example. 
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T7o excuse current, but to hang thyself. 

Glo. By such despair, I should accuse myself. 

Anne. And, by despairing, shalt thou stand ex 
cusM; 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself. 
That didst unworthy daughter upon others. 

Glo. Say, that I slew them not .!> 

AnM. Why then, they are not dead ; 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 

GU}. I did not kill your husband. 

Anm. Why, then he is afive. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead; and slain by Edward's 
hand. 

Arme. In thy souPs throat thou liest; queen 
Margaret saw 
Thy murderous faulchi(»i smoking in his blood ; 
The which thou oacQ didst bend against her breast. 
But that thy brothers beat aside thejpoint. 

Glo. I was provoked by her slanderous tongue, 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders. 

Anne. ITiou wast provoked by thy bloody mind. 
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries : 
Didst thou not kill this ki% ? 

Glo. I grant ye. 

Anne. Dost grant me, bedge-hog? then God 
grant me too. 
Thou may'st be damned for that wicked deed ! 
O he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. 

Glo. The fitter for the King of heaven, that hath 
him. 

Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt never 
come. 

GU). Let him thank me, that holp to send him 
thither; 
For he was fitter for that place, than earth. 

Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes, one place else, if you will hear mc 
name it. 

Anne. Some dungeon. 

Gla. Your bed-chamber. 
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Anne. Ill rest betide the chamber where thov 
liest! 

Glo. So will it, madam, till I lie with yoa. 

Anne, I hope so. 

Glo. I know 80. — ^But, gentle lady Anne,— 
To leave this keen encounter of our witB, 
And &11 somewhat into a slower roe&od ; — 
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner? 

Anne, Thou wast the cause, and most accursM 
effect 

Glo. Tour beaufj was the cause pf that efiect; 
Your beautr, which did haunt me in my sleep, 
To undertake the death of all the world. 
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 

Anne, If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide. 
These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks. 

Gh, These eyes could not enaure that beaut's 
wreck. 
You should not blemish it, if I stood by : 
As all die world is cheer^ by the sun, 
So 1 by that ; it is my day, my life. 

Anne. Black night o*erahacle tiiy day, and death 
thy life! 

Glo, Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art 
both. 

Anne, I would I were, to be reveng*d on thee. 

Gh. It is a quarrel most unnatural. 
To be reven|;*d on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel iust and reasonable. 
To be revenged on him mat killM my husband. 

Gh. He mat bereft thee, lady, of thy husband. 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon die 
earth. 

Gh. He lives, that Ipvesyou better than he could. 

Anne, Name him. 

Gh. Plantagenet. 

Anne, Why, that was be. 
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Glo. The self -same name, but one of better na- 
ture. 

Atme. Where IS he? 

Olo. Here : [She spits at him.] Why dost 

thou spit at me ? 

Anne. 'Would it were nx>rta1 poiscn, for diy sake ! 

Glo. Never came pdson frran so sweet a place. 

Anne. Never hung pdscxi cm a fouler toaa 
Out c^ my sight ! thou dost infect mine eyes. 

Glo. 'liiine ^es, sweet lady, have infected mine. 

Anne. 'Would they were basilisks, to strike 
thee de&d ! 

Glo. I would they were, that I mkht die at once ; 
For now they^U me with a living death. 
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears, 
ShamM their aspects with store oi childish drops : 
TTiese eyes, which never shed remorsefuU tear, — 
Not, when my father York and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made. 
When black-fac'd Clifford shook his sword at him 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child. 
Told the sadstoiy of my fadier's death; 
And twen^ times made pause, to sob, and weep. 
That all tlie standers-by had wet their cheeks, 
Like trees bedash'd with rain : in that sad time, 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear; 
And what these sorrows could not thence exhale. 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weep- 

'ms. 
T never sued to friend, nor enemy ; 
My tongue could never learn sweet soothing word ; 
But now thy beau^ is proposed my fee, 
My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to 
speak. {She looks scornfully at him. 
Teach not thy lip such scorn ; for it was made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt 
If thy revengeful heart cannot foigive, 
Lo! here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword; 

(1) Pitiful. 
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Which if thou please to hide in this true breast, 

And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 

I lav it naked to the deadly stroke, 

And humbly b^ the deam upon mj knee. 

[He lays his breast open ; she offers at it 
mm his sword. 
Nay, do not pause : for I did kill king Heniy; — 
But *twas thy beauty that provoked me. 
Nay, now despatch ; 'twas I that stabbM young 
Edward;— 

[She offain offers at his breast. 
But *twas thy heavenly face that set me cm. 

[She lets fall the sioord. 
Take up the sword again, or take up me. 

Arme. Arise, dissembler : though Iwish thy death, 
I will not be thy executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it 

Anne, I have already. 

Glo. That was in thy rage . 

Speak it again, and, even with the word. 
This hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love. 
Shall, for thpr love, kill a far truer love ; 
To both their deaths shalt thou be acceasaiy. 

Anne. I would, I knew thy heart 

Glo. 'Tis figured in my tongue. 

Anne. I fear me, both are False. 

Glo. Hien man was never true. 

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 

Glo. S^then, my peace is made. 

Ajine. That shall you know hereafter. 

Glo. But shall I live in hope ? 

Anne. All men, I hope, live so. 

Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Anne. To take, is not to give. 

[She puts on the rmg. 

Glo. Look, how this ring encompasseth thy finger, 
Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart ; 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
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Thoa dost ccHifirm his happiness for ever. 
• Anne. What is it? 

Glo. That it maj please you leave these sad de- 
signs 
To him that hath more cause to be a mourner, 
And presently repair to Crosby-place A 
Where — after 1 have solemnly interr'd 
At Chertsey monastery this noble king, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, — 
I will with art expedient duty see you : 
Few divers unknown reasons, I beseech you, 
Grant me this boon. 

Anne. With all my heart ! and much it joys me 
too, ■ 
To see you are become so penitent — 
Tressel, and Berkley, go along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

Anne. 'Tis more than you dcsen'e : 

But, since you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have said farewell already. 

[Exeunt Lady Anne, Tressel, and Berkley. 

Glo. Take up the corse, sirs. 

Crmt. Towards Chertsey, noble lord .> 

Glo. No, to Whife-Friars ; there attend my 
coming. ^Exeunt the resty with the corse. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo*d } 
Was ever woman in this humour won ^ 
I'll have her, — but 1 will not keep her long. 
What ! I, that kili'd her husband, and his father. 
To take her in her heart's extremest hate; 
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes. 
The bleeding witness of her hatred by \ 
With God, her conscience, and these bars against 

me. 
And I no friends to back my suit withal. 
But the plain devil, and dissembling looks. 
And yet to win her, — all the world to nothing ! 

(1) In BishoDsgate street. 
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Hath she forgot already that brave prince, * 

Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since, 

Stabb'd in my angiy mood at Tewksbuiy ? 

A sweeter and a lovelier gentl^mn, — 

Framed in the prodigality of nature^ 

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal, — 

The spacious world cannot again affora : 

And will she yet abase her eyes on me, 

That cropped the golden prime of this sweet prince, 

And maoe her widow to a woful bed? 

On me, whose all not equals Edward^s moiety ? 

On me, that halt, and am misshapen thus f 

Mv dukedom to a b^garly denier,^ 

I do mistake my person all this while: 

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot. 

Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

IMl be at charges for a looking-glass ; 

And entertain a score or two of tailors. 

To study fashions to adorn m^ body: 

Since I am crept in favour with myself, 

I will maintain it with some little cost 

But, first, V\\ turn y(Hi* fellow in his grave . 

And then return lamenting to my love. — 

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass. 

That I may see my shadow as I pass. [ElxvL 

SCEJfE IIL— The same. A room in the palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rivers, and Lord 

Grej. 

Riv. Have patience, madam ; there's no doubt, 
his majesty 
Will soon recover his accustOTn'd health. 

Crrev. In thafyou brook it ill, it makes him woi se . 
Therefore, for God's sake, entertain good comfort, 
And cheer his grace with quick and meny words. 

Q. Etix. If be were dead, what would betide of 
me? 

Chrey. No other harm, but loss of such a lord. 

(1) A small French coin. 
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Q. Elix. The loss of such a lord includes all 
harms. 

Grey. The heavens have blessed you with a 
goodly son, 
To be your comforter, when he is gone. 

Q. Eliz. Ah, he is voung ; and his minority 
Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloster, 
A man that k>ves not me, nor none of you. 

Jiiv. Is it concluded, he shall be protector? 

Q. EUz. It is determinM, not concluded yet : 
But 80 it must be, if the king miscany. 

Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 

Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham and 

Stanley. 
Buck. Good time of day unto your royal grace ! 
Stan. God make your majesty joyful as you 

have been ! 
Q. EUz. The countess RichmcHid, good my lord 
of Stanley, 
To your good prayer will scarcely say — amen. 
Yet, Stanley, notwithstanding she's vour wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, assured, 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stan. I do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers ; 
Or, if she be accus'd on true report, 
Bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds 
From wayward sickness, and no grounded malice. 
Q. Eliz. Saw you the king to-day, my lord of 

Stanley I 
Stan, But now, the duke of Buckingham, and I, 
Are ccMne from visiting his majesty. 
Q. EUz. What likelihood of his amendment, 

lords? 
Buck. Madam, good hope; his grace speaks 

cheerfully. 
Q. EUz. God grant him health ! Did you confer 

with him ? 
Buck. Ay, madam : he desires to make atonement 
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Between the duke of Gloster and jour brothers, 
And between them and my lord chamberlain ; 
And sent to warn' them to his royal presence. 
q. Eliz. 'Would all were well .'—But that will 
never be ; — 
I fear, our happiness is at the height 

Enter Gloster, Hastings, and Dorset 

Glo. They do me wron^, and I will not endure it : 
Who are they, that complain unto the king, 
That I, forsooth, am stem, and love them not? 
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly, 
That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours. 
Because I cannot flatter, and speak fair, 
Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive, and cog, 
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 
I must be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm, 
But thus his sunple truth must be abus'd 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks ? 

Grei/. To whom in all this presence speaks your 
grace? 

Glo. To thee, that hast nor honesty, nor grace. 
AVhen have 1 iniur'd thee ? when done thee wrong .^— 
Or thee ? — or thee ?— or anjr of your faction ? 
A plague upon you all ! His royal grace, — 
Whom God preserve better than ^ou would wish!— 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathmg-while. 
But you must trouble him with lewd^ c(Mnp1aint8. 

Q. Eliz. Brother of Gloster, you mistake the 
matter : 
The king, of his own royal disposition. 
And not provok'd by an^ suitor else ; 
Aiming, belike, at your mterior hatred. 
That in your outward action shows itself, 
Against my children, brothers, and myself. 
Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, ana so remove it 

(1) Summon. (2) Rude, ignorant 
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Glo. I cannot tell ; — The world is grown so bad, 
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch : 
Since every Jack* became a gentleman, 
There's many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, we know your meaning, 
brother Gloster ; 
You envy my advancement, and my friends ; 
God grant, we never may haxe need of vou ! 

Gh, Meantime, God grants that we have need 
of you : 
Our brother is imprisoDM by vour means, 
Myself di^rac'd, and the nobility 
Held in contempt ; while great promotions 
Are daily given, to ennoble those 
That scarce, some two days since, were worth a 
noble.a 

Q. Eliz. By Him, that raisM me to this careful 
height 
From that contented hap which I enjoy'd, 
I never did incense his majesty * . 
Against the duke of Clarence, but have been 
An earnest advocate to plead for him. 
My lord, you do me shaineful injury. 
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 

Gh. You may deny that you were not the cause 
Of my lord Hastings' late imprisonment 

Riv. She may, ray lord ; for 

Glo. She may, lord Rivers .'' — why, who knows 
not so .' 
She may do more, sir, than denying that : 
She may help you to many fair preferments ; 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
And lay those honours on your high desert. 
What may she not? She may, — ay, marry, may 
she, — 

JUv. What, marry, may she ? 

Glo. What, marry, may she ? marry with a king, 
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too : 

(1) J Am fellow. (2) A coin rated at Gs. 8d. 



318 KING RICHARD III. Act L 

I wis^ your ffrandam had a worser match. 

Q. Eliz. My lord of Gloetcr, 1 have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter 9cdB& : 
By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty, 
Of those gross taunts I often have endur'd. 
I had rather be a country servant-maid, 
Tlian a great queen, with this condition — 
To be so baited, scom'd, and storm'd at : 
Small joy have I in being England's queen. 

Enter Queen Maigaret, behind. 

Q. Mar. And lessened be that small, God, I be- 
seech thee ! 
Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me. 
Glo. What? threat you me with telling of the 
kiog.^ 
Tell him, and spare not : look, what I have said 
I will avouch, in presence of the king : 
I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 
'Tis time to speak, mr pains? are quite forgot 

Q. Mar. Out, devil ! I remember them too well: 
Thou kiirdst my husband Henry in tlie Tower, 
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbuiy. 
Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband 
king, 
I was a pack-horse in his CTeat affairs ; 
A weeder-out of his proua adversaries, 
A liberal rewarder ot his friends ; 
To royalize^ his blood, I spilt mine own. 

Q. Mar. Ay, and much better blood than his or 

thine. 
Glo. In all which time, you, and your husband 
Grey, 
Were factious for the house of Lancaster; — 
And, Rivers, so were you: — ^Was not your husband 



t you are ; 
(1) Think. (2) Labours. (3) Make royal. 
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Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 

Q. Mar. A murd'rous villain, and so still thou art 

Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his father War- 
wick; 
Aj, and forswore himsel(^ — ^which Jesu pardon !-— 

Q. Mar. Which God revenge ! 

Glo. To fight on Edward's part^, for the crown ; 
And, for his meed,* poor l(Mtl, he is mcwM^ up : 
I would to God, my heart were tlint like Edward^ 
Or Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine ; 
I am too childish-foolish for this world. 

Q. Mar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave 
this world. 
Thou cacodaemcm .'^ there thy kingdom is. 

Riv. My lord of Gloster, in those busy days, 
Which here you ui^e, to prove us enemies, 
We followed then our lord, our lawful king ; 
So should we you, if you should be our kmg. 

Glo. If I should be ? — I had rather be a pedlar : 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof! 

Q. Eliz. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose 
You should enjoy, were you this country's king ; 
As little joy you may suppose in me. 
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

Q. Mar. A little ioy enjoys the queen thereof; 
For I am she, and altogether joyless. 
I can no longer hold me patient — [Advancing. 
Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In sharii^ that which you have pilPd'* from me : 
Which of you trembles not that looks on me? 
If not, that, I being queen, you bow like subjects ; 
Yet that, by you dcposM,you quake like rebels f — 
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away .' 

Gfio. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'st thou in 
my sight f 

Q.Mar. But repetition of what thou hastmarr'd; 
That will I make, before I let thee go. 

(1) Reward. (2) Confined. 

(3) Corrupt devil. (4) PUlaged. 
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Glo. Wert thou not banished on pain of death ? 

Q. Mar. I was ; but I do find more pain in ban- 
ishment, 
Than death can yield me here by my abode. 
A husband, and a son, thou ow*st to me, — 
And thou, a kingdom; — all of Tou, allegiance : 
This sorrowr that I have, by right is yours ; 
And all the pleasures you usurp, are mine. 

GU). The curse my noble father laid on thee, — 
When them didst crown his warlike brows with 

paper. 
And with thy scorns drew'st rivers frwn his eyes ; 
And then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a clout, 
Steep'd in the faultless blood oi pretty Rutland; — 
His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denounced against thee, are all falPn upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 

Q. Eliz. So just is God, to right the innocent 

Hcut O, *twas ihe foulest deed to slay that babe 
And the most merciless, that e*er was heard of. 

Riv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was re- 
ported. 

Dor. iVo man but prophesied revenge for it 

Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept to 
see it 

Q. Mar. What ! were you snarling all, before 
I came, 
Ready to catch each other bv the throat. 
And turn you all your hatred now on me.^ 
Did York^s dread curse prevail so much with 

heaven. 
That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death, 
Their kingdom's loss, my woful banishment. 
Could all but answer for that peevish brat? 
Can curses pierce the clouds, and enter heaven } 
Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick 

curses! — 
Though not by war, by surfeit die your king, 
As oiirs by murder, to make him a king ! 
Edward, thy son, that now is prince of Wales, 
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For Edward, my son, that was prince of Wales, 
Die in his youth, by like untimely violence ! 
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen, 
Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self! 
Long may'st thou live, to wail thy children's Ices; 
Ana see another, as I see thee now, 
Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art staJl'd in mine ! 
Long die thy happy davs before thy death ; 
And, after many lengthenM hours of grief, 
Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen !— 
Rivers, — and Dorset, — ^you were standers by, — 
And so wast thou, lord Hastings, — when my son 
Was stabb'd with bloody daggers ; God, I pray him, 
That none of you may live your natural age, 
But l^ some unlook'd accident cut off! 

Glo. Have daae thy charm, thou hateful withered 

Q. Jlfar. And leave out thee? stay, dog, for 
thou shalt hear me. 
If heaven have any grievous plague in store. 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 
O, let them keep it, till thy sins be ripe, 
And then hurl down their indignaticn 
On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace ! 
The worm of conscience still begnaw thy soul ! 
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv'st. 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends ! 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine. 
Unless It be while Bome tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 
Thou elvish-mark'd, abortive, rooting hog ! 
Thou that wast seal'd in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, and the son of hell ! 
Thou slander of thy mother's heavy womb ! 
Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins ! 
Thou ras of honour ! thou detested 

Glo. Margaret 



g. Mar. Richard ! 

lo. 



Ha.? 
Q, Mar. I call thee not 
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Glo. I cry thee mercy then ; for I did think. 
That thou hadst callM me all diese bitter names. 

Q. Mar. Why, so I did ; but iookM for no rejrfy. 
O, let me make the period to my curse. 

Gh. 'Tis done by me ; and ends in — Margaret 
Q. Eliz. Thus have you breathM your curse 

against yourself! 
Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of mjr 
fortune ! 
Why strew'st thou sugar on that bottled spider,! 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about? 
Fool, fool ! thou whet^st a knife to kill thyself. 
The day will come, that thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee curse this poisonous bunch-back'd toad. 
Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantig 
curse ; • 

Lest, to thy harm, thou move our patience. 

Q. Mar. Foul shame upon you ! you have all 

mov*d mine. 
Riv. Were you well serv'd, you would be 

tai^ht your duty. 
Q. Mar. To ser\'e me well, you all should do 
me duty. 
Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects : 
O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duly. 
Dor. Dispute not with her, she is lunatic. 
Q. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are mala- 
pert: 
Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current :' 
O, that your young nobility could judge. 
What 'twere to lose it, and be miserable ! 
They that stand high, have many blasts to shake 

them; 
And, if 'hey fall, they dash themselves to pieces. 
Glo. Good counsel, marry ; — learn it, learn it, 

marquis. 
Por. It touches you, my lord, as much aa me. 

(1) Alluding to Gloster's form and venom. 

(2) He was just created marquis of Dorset 
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Glo. Ay, and much more : But I was bora to 
high, 
Our aieiy' buildetfa in the cedar's top, 
And dallies vriih the wind, and scorns the sun. 

Q. Mar. And turns the sun to shade; — alas! 
alas!— 
Witness my son, now in the shade of death ; 
"Whose bright out-shining beams thj cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 
Your aiery buildeth in our aiery*s nest : — 
O God, that see'st it, do not suner it ; 
As it was won with blood, lost be it so .' 

Buck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for chari^. 

Q. Mar^ Urge neither charity nor shame to roe ; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher'd. 
My charity is outrage, life my shame, — 
And in my shame still live my sorrow's rage ! 

Buck. Have done, have done. 

Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham, I kiss thy hand. 
In sign of league and ainity with thee : 
Now fair befall thee, and thy noble house ! 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood, 
Nor uou within the ccNnpass of my curse. 

Buck. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

Q. Mar. I'll not believe but they ascend the sky, 
And there awake God's gentle-sleeping peace. 
O Buckingham, beware of yonder dog ; 
Look, when he fiwns, he bites; and, when he bitce. 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death : 
Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 
Sin, death, and hell, have set their marks on him ; 
And all their ministers attend on him. 

Gh. What doth she say, my lord of Buckingham? 

Buck. Nothing that I respect,JTiy gracious lord. 

Q. Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my gen- 
tle counsel f 

fl) Nest 
VOL. V. X 
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And sooth the devil that 1 warn thee from ? 

O, but remember this another daj, * 

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow; 

And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess. — 

Live each of you tl^ subjects to his hate, 

And he to vours, and all of you to God*s ! [Exit 

HaiU mj hair doth stand on end to b«ir hei 
curses. 

Riv. And so doth mine ; I mose,^ why she's at 
liberty. 

Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's holy mother, 
She hath had too much wronr, and I repent 
My part thereof, that 1 have done to her. 

Q. EUz. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 

Glo. Yet you have all the vantages of her wrong. 
I was too hot to do somebody goml. 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well re|>aid ; 
He is frank*d3 up to fatting for his pams ; — 
God pard(Mi them that are the cause thereof! 

Riv. A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusicm. 
To pray for them that have done scatM to us. 

Glo. So do I ever, being well advis'd ; — 
For had I curs'd now, I had cursM myselif. [Aside. 

Enter Catesby. 
Caies. Madam, his maies^ doth call for yoo. 
And for your grace, — and you, my noble lords. 
J8' -Eit^. Catesby, I come : — ^Lords, will you go 

with me f 
Riv. Madam, we will attend upon your a:race. 
[Exeunt all but Gloster. 
Glo. I do the wnmg, and first begin to brawl. 
Tfawe secret mischiefs mat I set abroach, 
I lay unto the grievous chaige of others. 
Clarence, — whom I, indeed, nave laid in darkness,-— 
I do bewcep to many simple gulls ; 

(1) Wonder. (2) Advantage. 

(3) Put in a sty. (4) Harm. 
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Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham ; 
And tell them — *tia the queen and her allies, 
That stir the king ag-ainst the duke my brother. 
Now they believe it ; and withal whet me 
To be reveng'd on Rivers, Vacghan, Grey : 
But then I sigh, and, with a piece of Scripture, 
Tell them — that God bids us do good for evil : 
And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends, stol'n forth of holy writ ; 
And seem a saint when roost I play the devil. 

Enter iioo Murderers. 

But soft, here come my executicmers. — 
How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates ? 
Are you now going to despatch this thing ? 

1 Murd, We are, my lord ; and come to have 
the warrant. 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about 
me : [Gives the toarrant. 

When you have done, repair to Crosby-place. 
But, sirs, be sudden in the execution, 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well spoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 

1 Murd. Tut, tut, my lord, we will not stand to 
prate. 
Talkers are no good doers ! be assurM, 
We go to use our hands, and not our tongues. ^ 

Gh. Your eyes drop mill-stones, when fools' eyes 
drop tears : 
I like you, lads ; — about your business straight ; 
Go, go, despatch. 

1 Murd. We will, my noble lord. [Exe. 

SCEJSTE ir.—The same. A room in the TouHsr 
Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-day ? 

Clar. O, I have passM a miserable night. 
So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights, 
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That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 
I would not spend another such a night, 
Thouffh 'twere to buy a world of happj days : 
So full of dismal terror was the time. 
Brak. What was your dream, my lord ? I pray 



yoUf tell me. 
r. Met! 



Clar. Methought, that I had broken from thi 
Tower, 
And was embark'd to cross to Burgundy; 
And, in my ccMnpany, my brother Gloster : 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches ; thence we lookM toward En- 
gland, 
And cited up a thousand heavy times. 
During thtj wars of York and Lancaster 
That had liefalPn us. As we pacM along 
Upon the giddy footing of the batches, 
Methought, that Gloster stumbled; and, in falling. 
Struck me, that thought to stay him, over-board. 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 
O Lord ! methought, what pain it was to drown! 
What dreadful noise of water in mine ears ! 
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Methought, I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 
A thousand men, that fishes gnaw'd upon ; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl. 
Inestimable stones, unvalued Jewels, 
All scattered in the bottom of the sea. 
Some lay in dead men's skulls; and, in those holet 
Where eyes did <mce inhabit, there were crept, 
(As 'twere in scorn of eyes,) reflecting gems, 
That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatter'd by. 
Brak, Had you such leisure in the time of 
death. 
To eaze upon Aese secrets of the deep ? 

(Mar. Methought, I had ; and often did I strive 
To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast, and wand'ring air ; 
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But smother*d it within my pantinr biilk,l 
Which almost burst to belch it in tne sea. 

Brak. Awak'd you not with this sore agony ? 

Clar. O, no, my dream was lengthened after life; 
O, then began the tempest to my soul ; 
I nass*df methou^ht, the melancholy flood, 
With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night 
The first that there did greet my straiver soul. 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Wanvick, 
Who cry'd aloud, — What scourgefor perjury 
Can (his dark monarchy afford false Clarence? 
And so he vanished : Then came wand'ring by 
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood : and he shriekM out a'.oud,^ 
Clarence is corner—false^ JUeting^ perjur*d da- 

rencCf — 
TTiat stahh*d me in ihefeld by Tewksbury ,^— 
Seize on him^ furies, take him to your torments! 
With that, metbought, a le^on of foul fiends 
EnvironM me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise, 
I trembling wak'd, and, for a season after, 
Could not believe but that I was in hell ; 
Such terrible impression made my dream. 

BrcJe. No marvel, lord, that it affrighted you; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it 

Clar. O, Brakenbury, I have done these things, — 
That now give evidence against my sou!,^ 
For Edwara's sake ; and, see, how he requites me ! — 
O God ! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee, 
But thou wilt be avengM on my misdeeds. 
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 
O, spare my guiltless wife, and my poor children ! — 
' ray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me ; 

/ soul is heavy, and 1 fain would sleep. 

Brak. I will, my lord ; God give your grace good 
rest ! [Clar. reposes himse{f on a chair. 

(1) Body. 



I r 
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Sorrow breaks seasons, and repoang hours, 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour for an inward toil ; 
And, for unfelt imaginations, 
Thev often feel a world of restless cares : 
So that, between their titles, and low name, 
There's nothing difiers but the outward fame. 

Enter the two Murderers. 

1 Murd. Ho ! who's here ? 
Brak. What would'st thou, fellow.^ and how 
cam'st thou hither? 

1 Murd. I would speak with Clarence, and I 
came hither on my le^. 

Brak. What, so brief? 

2 Murd. O, sir, 'tis better to be brie! Aan te- 

dious: — 
Let him see our commtssi(»i ; talk no more. 
[A paper is delivered to Enkenhmv, who reads it. 

Brak. I am, in tiiis, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands : — 
I will not reason what is meant hereby. 
Because I will be guiltless of the meaning. 
Here arc the keys; — there sits the duke asleep : 
I'll to the king ; and signify to him, 
That thus 1 have resigned to you my charge. 

1 Murd. You may, sir; 'tis a point of wisdom : 
Fare you well. [Kxii Brakenbury. 

2 Murd. What, shall we stab him as he sleeps ? 

1 Murd. No; he'll say, 'twas done cowardly, 
when he wakes. 

2 Mvrd. When he wakes ! why, fool, he shall 
never wake until the great iudgment day. 

1 Murd. Why, then he*ll say, we stabb'd him 

2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgment, 
hath br^ a kind of remorse in me. 

1 Murd. What! art thou afraid? 

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it ; 
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but to be (kmnM for kiHing bun, from the which no 
warrant can defend me. 

1 Murd. I thought thou hadst been resolute. 

2 Murd. So 1 am, to let him live. 

1 Murd. I'll back to the duke of Gloster, and tell 
him so. 

2 Murd. Nay, I pr'ythee, stay a little : I hope, 
this hoiy humour of mine will change ; it was w(Mit 
to hold me but while one would tell twenty. 

1 Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now ? 

2 Murd. *Faith,s(Hne certain dregs of conscience 
are yet within me. 

1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed's 
done. 

2 Murd. Come, he dies; I had forgot the re- 
ward. 

1 Murd. Where's Ay conscience now ? 

2 Murd. In the duke of Glaster's purse. 

1 Murd. So, when he opens his purse to give us 
our reward, thy c<mscience flies out. 

2 Murd. 'Tis no matter; let it go; there's few, 
or none, will entertain it 

1 Murd. What, if it come to thee again .' 

2 Murd. I'll not meddle with it, it is a danger- 
ous thing, it makes a man a coward ; a man cannot 
steal, but it accuseth him; a man cannot swear, but 
it checks him; a roan cannot lie witli his neighbour's 
wife, but it detects him: 'Tis a blushing shame-faced 
spirit, that mutinies in a man's bosom ; it fills one 
full of obstacles : it made me once restore a purse 
of gold, that by chance I found ; it beggars any man 
that keeps it : it is turned out of all towns and cities 
for a dangerous thing ; and every man, that means 
to live well, endeavours to trust to himself, and live 
withcHit it 

1 Murd. 'Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, 
persuadbg me not to kill the duke. 

2 Murd. Take the devil in th^ mind, and believe 
him not : h% would insinuate with thee, but to make 
thee sigh. 
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1 Murd. I am Btrong-framM, he cannot prevail 
with me. 

2 Murd. Spoke like a talU felloir, that respects 
his reputation. Come, shall we fall to work ? 

1 Murd. Take him over the costanP with the 
hilts of thy sword, and then throw him into the 
mahnsey-liutt, in the next rocno. 

2 Murd. O excellent device ! and make a sop 
of him. 

1 Murd. Soft! he wakes. 

2 Murd. Strike. 

1 Murd. No, weMI reason with hon. 

Oar, Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup 

of wine. 
I Murd. You shall have wine enough, my lord, 

anon. 
Oar. In God*8 name, what art tboQ? 
1 Murd. A man, as you are. 
Oar. But not, as I am, rojral. 
1 Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 
Oar, Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are 

humble. 
1 Murd. My vdce is now the king% my \o(Am 

mine own. 
Oar. How darkly, and how deadly, dost thou 
speak! 
Your eyes do menace me : Why look you pale ^ 
Who sent you hither ? Wherefore do you come? 

Both Murd. To, to, to, 

Oar. To murder me? 
Both Murd. Ay, av. 

Oar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, rav friends, have I offended you? 

1 Murd. Offended us you have not, but the king. 
Clar, I shall be reconciled to him again. 

2 Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die. 
Oar, Are you callM forth from out a world of 

men, • 

(1) Brave. (2) Head. 
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To slay the innocent ? What is my ofience ? 
Where is the evidence that doth accuse ine? 
What lawful quest' have given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning; judge ? or who pronounc'd 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence* death ? 
Before I be convict by course o( law, 
To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 
I charge you, as you hope for any goodness, 
By Christ's dear blood shed for our grievous siiw. 
That vou depart, and lay no hands on me ; 
The deed you undertake is damnable. 

1 Murd. What we will do, we do upon command. 
iMurd. And he, that hath commanded, b our 

king. 
Oar. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of kings 
Hath in the table of his law commanded. 
That thou shalt do no murder ; Wilt thou then 
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's f 
Take heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hand, 
To hurl upon their heads that break hfs law. 

2 Mura. And that same vengeance doth he hurl 

on thee, 
For false forswearing, and for murder too : 
Thou didst receive &c sacrament, to fight 
In quarreP of the house of Lancaster. 

1 Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didst break that vow ; and, with thy treticherous 

blade, 
Unrip'dst the bowels of thy sovereign's son. 

2 Murd. Whom thou wast sv^ni to cherish and 

defend. 
1 Murd. How canst thou urge God's dreadful 
law to us. 
When thou hast broke it in such dear degree ? 

Clar. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed.^ 
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake : 
He sends you not to murder me for this ; 
For in that sin he is as deep as I. 

(1) Inquest, jury. (2) On the part 
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If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O, know you, that he doth it publicly ; 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm; 
He need:} no indirect nor lawless course, 
To cut off those that have offended him. 

1 Murd. Who made thee then a bloody minister, 
When gallant-springing;, brave Plantagenet, 
That princely novice,' was struck dead by thee? 

Ctar. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 

1 Murd. Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy 

fault, 
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me ; 
I am his br-other, and I love him well. 
If you are hir'd for meed,^ go back again. 
And I will send you to my brother Gloster ; 
W^ho shall reward you better for my life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

2 Murd. You are deceived, your brother Gloster 

hates you. 
Clar. O, no; helovesme, and he holds me dear:- 
Go you to him from me. 
J^oth Murd. Ay, so we will. 

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father 
York 
BlessM his three sons with his victorious arm. 
And chaigM us from his soul to love each other, 
He little &oyght of this divided friendship : 
Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep. 

I Murd. Ay, mill-stones ; as he lesson'd us to 

weep. 
Clar. O, do not slander him, for he is kind. 
1 Murd. Right, as snow in harvest.— Come, you 
deceive yourself; 
*Ti8 he that sends us to destroy you here. 

Clar. It cannot be ; for he bewept my fortune 
And huggM me in his arms, and swore, with sobs, 
That he would labour my deliveiy. 

(1) Youth. (2) Reward. 
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1 Murd, Why, so he doth, when he delivers yoa 
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heaven. 

2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you must 

die, my lord. 

Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul, 
To counsel me to make my peace with God, 
And art 4hou vet to th^ own soul so blind. 
That thou wilt war with God, by murd'ring me f — 
Ah, sirs, consider, he, that set you on 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 

2 Murd. What shall we do f 

Clar. Relent, and save your souli 

1 Murd. Relent ! 'tis cowardly, and wcwnaiiish. 
Clar. Not to relent, is beastly, savage, devilish.^ 

Which of you, if you were a prince's son, 

Being pent* from liberty, as I am now, — 

If two such murderers as yourselves came to yon,^ 

Would not entreat for life ? — 

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ; 

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me. 

As you would beg, were you in my distress. 

A begging prince what beggar pities not ? 

2 Juurd. Look behind you, my lord. 

1 Mtird. Take that, and that; if all this will not 

do, [Sitibs him. 

I'll drown you in the malmsey-butt within. 

[Exit with the body. 

2 Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately des- 

patch'd! 
How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 
Of this most grievous guilty murder done! 

Re-enter Jirst Murderer. 

1 Murd. How now ."* what mean'st thou, that 
thou help'st me not ^ 
By heaven, the duke shall know bow slack you have 
been. 

(1) Shut up. 
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2 Murd. I would he knew, that I had savM hit 
brother! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I saj; 
For I repent me that the duke is slain. [Exit 

\Murd. So do not I; eo, coward, as thou art — 
Well, rU go hide the body in some hole. 
Till that the duke give order for his burial : 
And when I have my meed, I will away ; 
For this will out, and then I must not stay. [ExiL 



ACT II. 

SCEKE I. — The same. A room in the palace. 
Enter King Edward {Ud in sick,) Queen Eliza- 
beth, Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Buckingham, 
Grey, and others. 

K. Edw. Why, so :— now hare I done a good 
day's work ;-~ 
You peers, continue this united league : 
I every day expect an embassage 
From my Kedeemer to redeem me hence ; 
And more in [leace my soul shall part to heaven, 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 
Rivers, and Hastings, take each other's hand ; 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 

Riv. By heaven, my soul is purged from grudging 
hate; 
And with my hand I seal my true heart's love. 

Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like ! 

K. Edw. Take heed, you dally not before your 
king; 
Lest he, that is the supreme King of kings. 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect love ! 

Riv. And I, as I love Hastings with my heart ! 

K. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt in this, 
Nor your son Dorset,— Buckingham, nor you ;— 
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You have been factious one a^inst ihe other. 
Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand; 
And what jou do, do it unfeignedly. 

Q. EUz, There, Hastings; I will never more 
remember 
Our former hatred, so thrive I, and mine ! 
K. Edw. Dorset, embrace him, — Hastings, love 

lord marquis. 
Dor. This interchan&^e of love, I here protest, 
Upon my part shall be mviolable. 
Hast. And so swear 1. \ Embraces Dorset 

K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou 
this league 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies, 
\nd make mc happy in your unity. 

Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your grace, [To the Queen.] but with all 

duteous love 
Doth cherish you, and yours, God punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most love I 
W^n I have most need to employ a friend, 
And most assured that he is a friend. 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full oC guile. 
Be he unto me .' this do I b^ of heaven, 
WQien 1 am cold in love, to you, or youi-s. 

[Embracing Rivers, 3rc 
K. Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Bucking^ 
ham, 
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. 
There wanteth now our brother Gloster here. 
To make the blessed period of this peace. 
Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble 
duke. 

Enter Gloster. 

QU>. Good-morrow to my sovereign king, and 
queen; 
And, princely peers, a happy time of day ! 
K. Edw. Happy, indeea, as we have spent the 
day: — 
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Brother, we have done deecb of charity; 
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 

Glo. A blessed labour, my most sovereign liege. — 
Among this princely heap, if any here, 
By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, 
Hold me a foe ; 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage, 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 
*Tis death to me, to be at enmity ; 
I hate it, and desire all good men's love. — 
First, madam, I entreat true peace of you. 
Which I will purchase with my duteous service ;- 
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lodgM between us ; — 
Of you, lord Rivers, — and, lord Grey, of you, — 
That aU without desert have frown'd on me ;— - 
Dukes, earls, lords, e^itlemen ; indeed, of alU 
I do not know that Englishman alive. 
With whom my soul is any jot at odds, 
More than the infant that is Wra to-nig^t ; 
I thank my God for my humili^. 

Q. Eliz. A holy-day shall this be kept hereafter : — 
I would to God, all strifes were well compounded. — 
My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness 
To take our brother Clarence to jour grace. 

Glo. Why, madam, have I ofier'd love for this, 
To be so flouted in this royal presence .'* 
Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead ? 

[They aU start. 
You do him iniury, to scorn his corse. 

K. Edw. Who knows not he is dead ! who knows 
he is.^ 

Q. EHz. All-seeing heaven, what a world is this .' 

Buck. Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest f 

Dor. Ay, my good lord ; and no man in the 
presence, 
But his red colour hath forsook his checiks 
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K. Edw. 1% Clarence dead ? the order was re- 
vere'd. 

Glo. But he, poor man, by your first order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear; 
Some tardy cripple bore the countermand. 
That came too lag to see him buried : — 
God grant, that some, less noble, and less loyal. 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood. 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current irom suspicion. 

^ Enter Stanley. 

Sian, A boon, my sovereign, for my service done 

K. Edu). I pr'ythee, peace ; my soul is full of 
sorrow. 

Stan, Iwill not rise, unless your highness hearme. 

K. Edw. Then say at c»ce, what is it th<Mi re- 
C|uest*st 

Stan, TLe forfeit, sovereign, of my scrvant^s life; 
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman. 
Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 

K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my broker's 
death. 
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave ? 
My brewer killM no man, his fault was thought. 
And yet his punishment was bitter death. 
Who sued to me for him? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my (eei^ and bade me be advis'd ? 
Who spoke of brotherhood .? who spoke of love f 
Who told me, how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me ? 
Who told me, in the fiield at Tewksbury, 
When Qjtford had me down, he rescued me. 
And said, Dear brother j livCy and be a king? 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field. 
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his garments ; and did give hunself, 
All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night ? 
All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully pluckM, and not a man oi you 



338 KING RICHARD III. AiA II 

Had so iftuch grace to put it in my mind. 

But when your carters, or your waitine^-vassals^ 

Have done a drunken slaughter, and defacM 

The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon; 

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you : — 

But for my brother, not a man would speak,—- 

Nor I (ungracious) speak unto myself 

For him, poor soul. — The proudest of you all 

Have been beholden to him in his life ; 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life.^ 

God ! I fear thy justice will tak»hold 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this. — 
Come, Hastings, help me to my closet O, 
Poor Clarence ! 

[Exeunt King, Queen, Hastings, Rivers, Dorset . 
and Grey. 

Gh. This is the fruit of rashness ! — ^MarkM you 
not. 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
LookM pale, when they did hear of Clarence* deadi? 
O ! they did uige it still unto the king : 
God will revenge it Come, lords ; will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our company.** 

Buck, We wait up<m your grace. * [Extmvl, 

SCEJSTE II.—The same. Enter the Duchess of 
York, toiih a Son and Daughter of Clarence. 

Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead ? 

Duch. No, boy. 

Dough, Why do you weep so oft? and beat your 
breast; 
And ciy — O Clarence^ my unhappy son! 

Son. Why do you look on us, and shake yoiu 
head, 
And call us— orphans, wretches, cast-aways, 
if that our noble father be alive? 

Duch. My pretty cousins, you mistake me both 

1 do lament the sickness of the king, 

As loth to lose him, not your father's death ; 
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It were lost sorrow, to wail one that's lost. 

Son. Then, grandam, you conclude that he is dead. 
The kin^ my uncle is to blame for this : 
God will revenge it; whom I will imp6rtune 
With earnest prayers all to that effect 

Davgh. And so will I. 

JDuch. Peace, children, peace! the king doth 
love you well : 
Incapable^ and shallow innocents, 
You cannot guess who caused your father's death. 

Son. Grandam, we can : for my good uncle 
Gloster 
Told me, the king, provok'd to't by the queen, 
DevisM impeachments to impriscxi him : 
And when my uncle told me so, he wept. 
And pitied me, and kindly kissM my cheek ; 
Bade me rely on him, as on my father. 
And he would love me dearly as his child. 

Jhich. Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle 
shapes, 
And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice ! 
He is my son, ay, and therein my Miame, 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit 

Son. Think you, my uncle did dissemble, gran 
dam? 

Duch. Ay, boy. 

Son. I cannot think it Hark ! what noise is this? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth distractedly; Rivers, and 
DoTSetyJblhwing her. 

Q. Eltz. Ah ! who shall hinder me to wail and 
weep? 

To chide my fortune, and torment myself? 

I'll loin with black despair against my soul. 

And to myself become an enemy. 

Z)«eA. What means this scene of rude impatienceif 
Q. EUz. To make an act of tragic violence :■*— 

Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead. 

(1) Ignorant 
VOL. V. Y 
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Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves, that want their sap?— 
If you will live, lament; if die, be brief; 
That our swift-winged souls may catch the king^s; 
Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest 

Dnch, Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrow, 
As I had title in thy noble husband ! 
I have bewept a noble busband^s death. 
And livM by looking on his images : 
But now two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death, 
And 1 for comfort have but one false glass, 
That grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother. 
And hast the comfort of thy children left thee : 
But death hath snatchM my husband from my arms, 
And plucked two crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence and Edward. O, what cause have I 
(Thine being but a moiety of my grief,) 
To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries ! 
Son. Ah, aunt ! you wept not for our father*! 
death; 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 

Daugh. Our fatherless distress was left unmoan*d, 
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept ! 

Q. Eliz. Give me no help in lamentati(«, 
[ am not barren to bring forth laments : 
All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes. 
That I, l^ing govem'd by the wat'ry moon. 
May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world ! 
Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord Edward ! 
Chil. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Cla- 
rence! 
Duch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and 

Clarence! 
Q. *EUz. What stay had I, but Edward? and he's 

axNie. 
ChxL What stay had we, but Clarence ? and he's 
gone. 
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Duch. What stays had I, but they ? and they arc 
gone. 

CX Elix. Was never widow, had so dear a loss. 

ChxL Were never or,:hans, had so dear a loss. 

Duck, Was never mother had so dear a loss. 
Alas ! I am the mother of these griefs ; 
ITjeir woes are parcell'd,* mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I : 
X for a Clarence weep, so doth not she : 
These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I : 
I for an Edward weep, so do not they : — 
Alas ! you three, on me, threefold distressed. 
Pour all your tears, I am your sorrow's nurse, 
And I will pamper it with lamcntati<ms. 

Dor. Comfort, dear mother ; God is much dis- 
pleased, 
That you take with unthankfulness his doing; 
In common worldly things, 'tis callM — ungrateful, 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt. 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 
Much more to be thus opposite with heaven, 
For it reouires the roval aebt it lent you. 

JRiv. Madam, bethink you, like a carefrl mother, 
Of the young prince your son : send straight for him, 
Let him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives : 
Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward's grave, 
And plant your joys in living Edward's throne. 

Enier Gloster, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings 
Ratcliff, and others. 

Glo. Sister, have comfort : all of us have cause 
To wail the dimming of our shining star. 
But none can cure their harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my mother, I do ciy you mercy, 
I did not see vour grace : — Humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 

Duch. God bless thee ; and put meekness in thy 
breast, 

(1) Divided. 
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Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! 

Gh. Amen ; and make me die a good old man .' — 
That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing ; [Aside. 
I marvel, that her grace d« J leave it out 

Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart-sorrowing 
peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, 
Now cheer each other in each other's love : 
Though we have spent our harvest of this king, 
We are to reap the harvest of his son. 
The broken rancour of your high-swohi hearts. 
But lately splinted, knit, and join*d together. 
Must gently be preserv'd, cherish'd, and kept : 
Me seemeth good, that, with same little traui. 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetched 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 

JUv. Why with some little train, my lord of 
Buckingham f 

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest by a multitude, 
The new-heal*d wound of malice should break out ; 
Which would be so much the more dangerous, 
By how much the estate is green, and yet ungov- 

em'd: 
Where every horse bears his commanding rein, 
And may direct his course as please himself, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent. 
In mv opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Gio. I hope, the king made peace with all of us . 
And the compact is firm, and true, in me. 

Riv. And so in me ; and so, I think, in all : 
Yet, since it b but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach. 
Which, haply, by much ccwnpany might be urg*d : 
Therefore 1 say, with noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 

Hast. And so say I. 

Gio. Then be it so; and go we to determine, 
^Vho they shall be that straight shall post to 

Ludlow. 
Madam, — and you my mother, — will you go 
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To give your censure' in this weighty business ? 
[Eretmt all but Buckingham and Gloster. 

Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince. 
For God's sake, let not us two stay at home : 
For, by the way, I'll sort occasion, 
As index' to the story we late talk'd of, 
To part the queen's proud kindred from the prince. 

Glo. My other self* my counsel's consistory, 
My oracle, my prophet I — My dear cousin, 
I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 
Towards Ludlow then, for we'll not stay behind. 

[Exeunt, 

SCEME IlL^The same. A street. Enter two 
Citizens, meeting. 

1 at. Good nrjorrow, neighbour: Whither away 

so fast ? 

2 at. I prcxnise you, I scarcely know myself: 
Hearyou tne news abroad .•• 

1 (fit. Yes ; the king's dead. 

2 at. Ill news, by'r lady ; seldom comes th« 

better: 
I fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen. 

3 at. Neighbours, God speed ! 

1 at. Give you good morrow, sir. 
3 at. Doth the news hold of good king Edward's 

death .> 

2 at. Av, sir, it is too true; God help the while ! 

3 at. Then, masters, look to see a troublous 

world. 

1 at. No, no; by God's good grace, his son 

shall reign. 
3 at. Wo to that land, that's govem'd by a child I 

2 at. In him there is a hope of government ; 
That, in his nonage,* council under him, 
And, in his full and ripen'd years, himself, 

(I) Opinion. (2) Preparatory. (.3) Minority. 
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No doubt, shall then) and till then, govern welL 

1 Cit. So stood the state, when Henry the Sixth 
Was crownM in Paris but at nine months old. 

3 Cit. Stood the state so ? no, no, good friends, 
God wot ;i 
For then this land was ^unously enricVd 
With politic grave counsel ; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 

1 at. Why, so hath this, both by his father and 
mother. 

3 Cit. Better it were they all came bv his father ; 
Or, by his father there were none at all : 
For emulation now, who shall be nearest. 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not 
O, full of danger is the duke of Gloster ; 
And the queen*s sons, and brothers, haught and 

proud: 
And were they to be ruVd, and not to rule. 
This sickly land might solace as before. 

1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst ; all will 

be well. 
3 Cit. When clouds are seen, wise men put on 
their cloaks ; 
When neat leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night ? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth : 
All may be well ; but, if God sort it so, 
*Tis more than we deserve, or I expect 

2 Cit. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear: 
You cannot reason^ almost with a man 

That looks not heavily, and full <^ dread. 

3 Cit. Before the days of change, still is it so : 
By a divine instinct, raen^s minds mistrust 
E^nsuing danger; as, by proof, we see 

The water swell before a boisterous stoim, 
But leave it all to God. Whither away .' 

2 Cit. Marry, we were sent few to the justices. 

3 Cit. And so was I ; Til bear yoo company. 

[ExeunL 

(1) Knows. (2) Converse 
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SCEIJ^E TV.— The same. A room m the palace. 
Enter the archbishop of York, the ynun^ duke 
of York, Queen Elizabeth, and the duchese of 
York. 

Arch, Last nicfat, I heard, they lay at Stony- 
Stratfora; 
And at Northampton they do rest to-ni^t : 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here 

Duck, I long with all nrfy Heart to see the prince ; 
I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him. 
Q. Elix. But I bear, no ; they say, my son of 
York 
Hath almost overtaken him in his gTowth. 

York. Av, mother, but I would not have it sa 
Duck. Why, my young cousin, it is good to s^row. 
York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at 
supper, 
My uncle Rivers talkM how I did grow 
More than my brother ; Ay, quoth my uncle G loster. 
Small kerbs have grace^ great weeds do grow apace: 
And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast. 
Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make 
haste. 
Duch. 'Good faith, good faith, the saving did 
not bold 
In him that did object the same to thee : 
He was the wretclied*st thing, when he was young, 
So lon^ a growing, and so leisurely. 
That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious. 
Arch. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious 

madam. 
Duch. I hope, he is; but yet let mothers doubt. 
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remem- 
ber'd, 
I could have givoi my uncle's grace a flout, 
To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 
Duch. How, my young York.^ I pr'ytbee, let 

me hear it. 
York. Many, they say, my uncle grew so fast, 
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That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old; 
'Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. 
Duch. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee 

this ? 
York. Grandam, his nurse. 
Duch. His nurse? why she was dead ere thoo 

wast bom. 
York. If 'twere not she, I cannot tell who told me. 
Q. EUz. A parlous' txiy: Go to, you are too 

shrewd. 
Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the child. 
Q. Eliz. Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Arch. Here comes a messenger t 

What news ^ 

Mess. Such news, my lord. 

As grieves me to unfold. 

Q. EUiz. How doth the prince? 

Mess. Well, madam, and in health. 

Duch. What is thy news ^ 

Mess. Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, are sent to 
Ponifret, 
With them sir Thomas Vaughan, pris(»ers. 

DtLch, Who hath committed th^ ? 

Mess. The mighty dukes, 

Gloster and Buckingham. 

Q. Eliz. For what offence ? 

Mess. The sum of all I can, I have disclo6*d; 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed. 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q. Eliz. Ah me, I see me ruin of my house ! 
The tiger now hath seized the gende hind ; 
Insulting ^rranny begins to jut 
Upon the mnocent and awless throne : — 
Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre ! 

see, as in a map, the end of all. 

Ci) Perilous, dangerous. 
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DucK Accursed and unquiet wrangling days! 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ? 
My husband lost his life to get the crown ; 
And often up and down my sons were tost. 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and loss : 
And being suited, and domestic broils 
Clean over-blown, themselves, the c<MK|ueror?, 
Make war upon themselves ; brother to broUiei, 
Blood to Wood, ?elf *gainst self: — O, preposterous 
And frantic courage, end thy damned spleen; 
Or let me die, to look on death no more ! 

Q. EUsi. Come, come, my boy, we will to sanc- 
tuaiy. — 
Madam, farewell. 

JDuch. Stay, I will go with you. 

Q.EHz. You have no cause. 

^rch. My gracious lady, go. 

[To the Queen. 
And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 
For my part, I'll resign unto ^our grace 
The s^ I keep ; And so betide to me. 
As well I tender you and all of yours ! 
ComCf 1*11 conduct you to the sanctuary. [E^ceunl. 



ACT IIL 

SCEJ^TE l^The same. A street. The trwnpett 
sound. Enter the prince of Wales, Glostcr 
Buckingham, Cardinal Bouchier, and others. 

Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, tc 

your chamber. 
Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts* sove 
reign: 
The weaiy way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince. No, uncle ; but our crosses on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy : 
I want more uncles here to welcome me. 



348 KING RICHARD III. AdHL 

Glo. Svreet prince, the ontainted virtue of your 
years 
Hath not yet div*d into the world's deceit : 
No more can you distinguidb of a man, 
Than of his outward show ; which, God be knows, 
Seld(»n, or never, jumpeth with the heart. 
Those uncles, which you want, were dangerous ; 
Your grace attended to the sugarM words, 
But look*d not on the poison of their hearts: 
God keep you irooi them, and from such false 
friends ! 
Prince. God keep me frnti false friends! but 

thcv were none. 
Gh, My lord, the mayor of Lond(xx comes to 
greet you. 

ErUer the Lord Mayor, and his train. 
May. God bless your grace widi health and happy 

days! 
Prince. I thank you, good my lord ; — and thank 
you all. — [jExetmt Mayor, 4^. 

I thought my mother, and my brother Yodk, 
Woula long ere this have met us on the way : 
Fie, what a slug is Hastings ! that he comes not 
To tell us, whether they will come, or no. 

Enter Hastings. 

Buck. And in good time, here ccmies the sweat- 
ing lord. 

Prince. Welcome, my lord: What, will our 
mother ccnne f 

Hast. On what occasicxi, God he knows, not I, 
The queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken sanctuary : The tender prince 
Would fain have come with me to meet vour grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buck. Fie ! what an indirect and peevish course 
Is this of hers! — ^Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade the queen to send the duke of Ywk 
Unto his princely brother presently ? 
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If die dcQT, — lord Hastii^-s, go with him. 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 

Card, My lord of Ikickmgham, if my weak 
oratory- 
Can from his mother win the duke of York, 
Anon expect him here : But if she be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy privilege 
Of blessed sanctuary ! not for all this land, 
Would I be guilty of so deep a sin. 

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord, 
Too ceremonious, and traditional : 
Weigh it but with the grossness of this age, 
You break not sanctuary in seizing him. 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To those whose dealings have deservM the place, 
And those who have the wit to claim the place : 
This prince hath neither claimM it, nor deserved it ; 
And merefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it : 
Then, taking him from thence, that is not there, 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 
Oft have I heard of sanctuary men ; 
But sanctuary children, ne^er till now. 

Card. My lord, you shall o'er-rule my mind for 
once. — 
Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me ? 

Hast. I go, my lord. 

Prince. Good lords, make all the speedy haste 
you may. [Exe. Cardinal and Hastings. 
Say, uncle Gloster, if ourTjrother come. 
Where shall we sojourn till our coronation ? 

Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal self. 
If I may counsel you, some day or two. 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower : 
Then where you please, and shall be thought mostfit 
For your best health and recreation. 

Prince. 1 do not like the Tower, of any place : — 
Did Julius Caesar build that place, mjr lord.' 

Qh. He did, my gracious lord, begm that place; 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 
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Pt ince. Is it upon record f or else reported 
Successively from age to age he built it r 

Buck. Upon record, my ^cious lord. 

Pt ince. But say, my lord, it were not register'd ; 
M etliinks, the truth shoold lire from age to ag«. 
As 'twere retailed to all posterity. 
Even to the general all-endmg day. 

Gh. So wise so young, they say, do ne'er live 
lon^. [Aside. 

Prince. What say you, uncle ? 

Glo. I say, without chaiacters, fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal ' vice, Iniquity, [Aside. 

1 moralize two meanings in (me word. 

Prince. That Julius Caesar was a famous man ; 
With what his valour did enrich his wit. 
His wit set down to make his valour live : 
Death makes no c(xiquest of this conqueror ; 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life. — 
I'll tell you what, my cousin Buckingham. 

Buck. What, my gracious lord ? 

Prince. An if I live until I be a man, 
I'll win our ancient right in France again, 
Or die a soldier, as I Uv'd a king. 

Glo. Short summers lightly^ have a forward 
spring. [Aside, 

Enter Yoric, Hastings,* and the Cardinal. 

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the duke 

of York. 
Prince. Richard of York ! how fares our loving 

brother .•• 
York. Well, my dread lord ; so must I call you 

now. 
Prince. Ay, brother; to our grief, as it is yours : 
Too late* he died, that nught have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath lost much maj^isty. 
Glo. How fares our cousin, noble lord of York f 

(1) Sensible vice, the buflfoon in the old playt. 

(2) Commonly. (3) Lately. 
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York. 1 thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lonJ, 
You said, that idle weeds are fast in growth : 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 

Gh. He hath, my lord. 

York. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. O, my fair cousin, I must not say so. 

York. Then is he more beholden to you, than I ? 

Glo. He may command me, as my sovereign ; 
But you have power in me, as in a kinsman. 

York. I pray you, uncle, then give me this 
dagger. 

Glo. My dagger, little cousin .J* with all my heart. 

Prince. A beggar, brother.^ 

York. Of my kmd uncle,' that I know will give j 
And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

Glo. A greater gut than that I'll give my cousin. 

York. A greater gift ! O, that's the sword to it.^ 

Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. 

York. 5 then, I see, you'll part but with light 
^fts; 
In weightier things you'll say a be^ar, nay. 

Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear. 

York. I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 

Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little 
lord.^ 

York. I would, that I might thank you as you 
call me. 

Glo. How.5» 

York. Little. 

Prince. My lord of York will still be cross in 
talk:— 
Uncle, vour grace knows how to bear with him. 

YorK. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with 
me: — 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me ; 
Because that I am little like an ape. 
He thinks that you should bear me on your 
shoulders. 

Buck. With what a sharp-provided wit he rea- 
sons! 
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To mitigate ine scorn he gives his uncle, 
He pretUly and aptly taunts himself: 
So cunning, and so young, is wondeifuL 

Glo. My gracious lord, will't please you pass 
alcmg? 
Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham, 
Will to your mother; to entreat of her, 
To meet you at the Tower, and wekxnrne you. 

York, What, will you go unto the Tower, my 
lord? 

Prince. My lord protector needs will have it so. 

York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, sir, what should you fear? 

York. Many, my uncle Clarence' angry ghost ; 
My grandam told me, be was murderM there. 

Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I bone, I need not fear. 
But come, my lord, and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, ^o I unto the Tower. 

[Exeunt Prince, York, Hastings, Cardinal, and 
attendants. 

Buck. Think you, mv lord, (his little prating York 
Was not incensM' by his subtle mother. 
To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt : O, *tis a parlous boy ; 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ;3 
He's all the mother's, from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let them rest- 
Come hither, gentle Catesby ; thou art sworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend. 
As closely to conceal what we impart : 
Tliou know'st our reasons urg'd upon the way ; — 
What think'st thou ? is it not an easy matter 
To make William lord Hastings of our mind. 
For tiie instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle? 

Cute. He for his father's sake so loves the princ^ 

(1) Incited. (2) Intelligent 
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That he wiU not be won to aught a^^inst hiin. 
Buck, What think'st thou then of Stanlej ? wiU 

not he? 
Caie. He will do all in all as Ha^'ngs doth. 
Buck. Well then, no more but this : Go, gentle 
Catesby, 
And, as it were far off, sound thoa lord Hastings, 
How he doth stand affected to our purpose ; 
And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 
To sit about the coronation. 
If thou dost find him tractable to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons ' 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou so too, and so break ofl' the talk. 
And give us notice of his inclination : 
For we to-morrow hold divided* councils, 
Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ'd. 

Glo. Commend me to lord Wilham : tell him, 
Catesby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle ; 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 
Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more. 
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this businesf 

soundly. 
QtU. My good lords both, with all the heed I can. 
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we 

sleep.' 
Caie. You shall, my lord. 
Glo. At Crosby-place, there shall you find us both. 
\Exii Catesby. 
Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we 
perceive 
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complotf ? 
Glo. Chop off his head, man ; — somewhat w e wil 
do: — 
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 

(1) Separate. 
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Whereof the kin^ my brother was possessed. 

Buck. V\\ claim that promise at your grace's 
hand. 

Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindness 
riome, let us sup betimes; that afterwards 
A^e may digest our complots in some form. [Exe. 

^EJ^E IL— Before Lord Hastings' house. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my lord, — [Knocking. 

Hast [IVWun.] Who knocks? 

Mess. One from lord Stanley. 

Hast nViihin.] What is't o'clock ,? 
Mess. Upon the stroke of four. 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Cannot thy master sleep the tedious nights.^ 

Mess. So it should seem by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble lordship. 

Hast. And then, — 

Mess. And then he sends you word, he dreamt 
To-night the boar had rased off his hehn : 
Besides, he says, there are two councils held ; 
And that may be determinM at the (me, 
Which may make you and him to rue at the other. 
Therefore he sends to know your lordship's plea- 
sure, — 
If presently, you will take horse with him. 
And with all speed post with him toward the north. 
To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord : 
Bid him not fear the separated coimcils : 
His h(Xiour, and myself are at the one ; 
And, at the other, is my good friend Catesby ; 
Where nothing can proceed, that touchetb us, 
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. 
Tell him, his fears are shallow, wanting instance i- 
And for his dreams — I wonder, he*s so fond^ 

(I) Example. (2) Weak. 
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To trust the mockeiy of unquiet slumbers: 
To fly the boar, before the boar pursues, 
Were to incense the boar to follow us. 
And make pursuit, where he did mean no chase. 
Go, bid thy master rise and come to me ; 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where, he shall see, the boar' will use us kindly. 

Mess. Vh go, my lord, and tell him what you say. 
Enter Catesby. 

Caie. Many good morrows to my noble lord ! 

Htui. Good morrow, Calesby; you are eariy 
stirring : 
What news, what news, in this our tottering state ? 

Cate. It is a refling world, indeed, my lord ; 
And, I believe, will never stand upright, 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

Hcut. How ! wear the garland .•* dost thou mean 
the crown ? 

Catc. Ay, my good lord. 

Heist. V\\ have this crown of mine cut from mv 
shoulders. 
Before I'll see the crown so foul misplac'd. 
But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it ? 

Caie. Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you for- 
ward 
Upoh his party, for the gain thereof: 
And, thereupon, he sendb you this good news, — 
That, this same very day, your enemies, 
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret. 

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 
Because thev have been still my adversaries : 
But, that I'll give my voice on Richard's side, 
To bar my master's heirs in true descent, 
God knows, I will not do it, to the death. 

Caie. God keep your lordship in that gracious 
mind ! 

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month 
hence, 

(1) t. e. Gloster, who had a boar for his anus. 

VOL. V. Z 
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That thev, who brought me in mj master's hate, 
I live to look upon their tragedy. 
Weil, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older, 
rn send some packing, that yet think not on't 

Ckilt. 'Tis a vile thmg to die» my gracious lord, 
When men are unprepared, and look not for it 

Hasi. O monstrous, monstrcMis ! and so falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grejr : and so 'twill do 
With some men else, who think themselves as safe 
As thou, and I ; who, as thou know'st, are dear 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Calt, The princes both make high account of 
you, — 
For they account his head upon the bridge. \J{sUh. 

Hast. I know, they do; and I have well do 
servM it 

Enter Stanley. 

Come on, come on, where is your boar*spear, man? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 

Stan. My lord, good morrow ; and good morrow, 
Catesby : — 
You may jest on, but, by the holy rood,' 
I do not like these several councils, I. ^ 

Hast. My lord, 1 hold my life as dear as yourt; 
And never, in my life, I do protest. 
Was it more precious to me than 'tis now : 
Think you, but that I know our state secure, 
I would be so triimiphant as I am .^ 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode froir. 
London, 
Were jocund, and suppos'd their states were sure^ 
And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust ; 
But yet, you see, how soon the day o'ercast 
This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt ; 
Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 
What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is spenL 

Hast, Come, come, have with you. — \Vot2 yon 
what, my lord? 

(1) Cross. (2) Know. 
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To-day, the lords you talk of are beheaded. 
Stan. They, for their truth, might better we«f 
their heads, 
Than iK>me, that have accused them, wear their hats. 
But come, my lord, let*s away. 

Enter a Pursuivant 
Hast. Go on before. Til talk with this good fel- 
low. [Exeunt Stan, and Catesby. 
How now, sirrah f how goes the world with thee f 
Purs. The better, that your lordshii) please to ask. 
Hast. I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me now, 
Than when thou met'st me last whci e now we meet: 
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 
By the su^estion of the queen^s allies ; 
But now, I tell thee (keep it to thyself,) 
This day those enemies are put to death, 
And 1 in better state than ere I was. 
Purs. God hold it, to your honour's good con- 
tent ! 
Hast. Gramercy, fellow : There, drink that for 
me. [Throwing him his purse. 
Purs. I thank your honour. [Exit Pursuivant 

Enter a Priest. 

Priest. Well met, my lord; I am glad to see 

vour hcxiour. 
Hast. 1 thank thee, good sir John, with all mv 
heart 
I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 
Come tfate next Sabbath, and I will content you. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord cham- 
berlain ? 
Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the pi*icst ; 
Your honour hath no shriving' work in hand. 

Hast. 'Good faith, and when I met this holy man 

(1) Confession. 
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The men you tali: of came into my mind. 
What, go you toward the Tower? 

Buck. I do, my lord ; but lor^ I cannot stay there* 
I dfiall return before your lordship thence. 

Hast Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner theve. 

Buck. And supper too, although thou know^st it 
not [Aside. 

C<Nne, will you go ? 

Hast Pll wait upon yonr lordship. 

[Elxetmt 

SCEiyE ///.—Pomfrct Before ike castle. En- 
ter Ratcliff, with a guard conducting Rivers, 
Grey, and Vaughan, to execution. 

Rat Come, bring forth the prisoners. 

Riv. Sir Richard Ratclift', let me tell thee this,— 
To-day, shalt thou behold a subject die. 
For truth, for duty, and for byalty. 

Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack of 
you! 
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

Vaugh. You live, that shall cry wo for this 
hereafter. 

Rat. Despatch ; the limit of your lives is out 

Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody prison. 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! 
Within tlie guilty closure of thy walls, 
Richard the Second here was hackM to death: 
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat. 
We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink. 

Grey. Now Maigaret*s curse is fallen upon our 
heads. 
When she exclaimM on Hastings, you, and T, 
For standing by when Richard stabbM her son. 

Riv. Then cursM she Hastings, then cursM sht 
Buckingham, 
Then curs'd slie Richard : — O, remember, God, 
To hear her prayers for them, as now for us! 
And for my sister, and her princely sons, — 
Be satisfiea, dear God, with our true bloods. 
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Which, as thou know'st, unjostly must be spilt ! 

Rat. Make haste, the hour of death is expiate.! 

Biv. Come, Grey, — come, Vaugban,— let us here 
embrace : 
Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. [ExtuiU. 

SCEJVE /F:— London. A room in the Tower, 
Buckingham, Stanley, Hastins^s, the bishop of 
Ely, Catesby, Lovel, and others, sitting at a 
table : officers of the council attending. 

Hast. Now, noble pe^rs, the cause why we ar6 
met 
Is — to determine of the coronation : 
In God^s name, speak, when is the royal day ? 
Buck. Are aU things ready for that royal time ? 
Stan. They are ; and wants but nomination. 
Ely. To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 
Buck. Who knows the lord protector's mind 
* herein ^ 

Who is most inward2 with the noble duke ? 
Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest know 

his mind. 
Buck. We know each other's faces: for our 
hearts, — 
He knows no more of mine, than 1 of yours ; 
Nor I, of his, my lord, than you of mine : — 
Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

Hast. I thank his grace, I know he loves me well ; 
But, for his purpose in the coronaticHi, 
I have not sounded him, nor he delivered 
His graci(MJs pleasure any way therein : 
But you, my noble lord, may name the time ; 
. And in the duke's behalf Til give my voice. 
Which, I presume, heMl take in gentle part 

Enter Gloster. 
Ely. In happy time, here comes the duke himself. 
GU). My noble lords and cousins, all, good mor^ 
row: 

(1) Expiated, completed. (2) Intimate. 
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I have been loa^ a sleeper ; but, I trust. 
My abseuce doUi neglect no ereat design. 
Which by my presence might have been concluded. 

Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my lord, 
William lord Hastings had pronouncM your part, — 
I mean, your voice, — for croivning of the king. 

Glo. Than my lord Hastings, no man might be 
bolder ; 
His lordship knows me well, and loves me well.^- 
My lord of Ely, when I was last in Holbom, 
I saw good strawberries in your garden there ; 
I do beseech you send for some of them. 

Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. 

[Exit Ely. 

Glo. Couan of Buckingham, a word with you. 
[Takes him aside, 
Catesby hath sounded Hastings m our buaness ; 
And finds that testy gentleman so hot. 
That he will lose his head, ere eive consent, * 

His master's child, as worshipfully he terras it. 
Shall lose the rc^alty of En^land^s throne. 

Buck. Withdraw yourself awhile, I'll p;o with 
you. [Exeunt Gloster and Buckingham. 

Stan. We have not yet set down this cby of 
triumph. 
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden ; 
For I myseU" am not so well provided. 
As else 1 would be, were the day prolonged. 

JU-enier bishop qf Ely. 

Ely. Where is my lord protector? I have sent 
For these strawberries. 

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this 
morning; 
There's some conceit^ or other likes him well. 
When he doth bid good morrow with such spirit 
I think, there's ne'er a man in Christendom, 
Can lesser hide his love, or hate, than he ; 

(1) Thought 
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For by his face straight shall you know his heart 
SUm. What of his heart perceive you in his face. 

By any likelihood he showM to-day ? 
HasL Marry, that with nd man heie he is of- 
fended ; 

For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

Re-enter Gloster and Buckingham. 

Glo. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve, 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that have prevailed 
U|X>n my body with their hellish charms ? 

H(ut The tender love I bear your grace, my lord. 
Makes me most forward in this noble presence 
To doom the offenders : Whosoe'er they be, 
I say, my lord, they have deserved death. 

(^h. Then be your eves the witness of their evil, 
Look how I am bewitch'd ; behold mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, witherM up : 
And this is Edward's wife, that monstrous witch. 
Consorted with that harlot, stnimpet Shore, 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Hast. If they have done this deed, my noble 
lord, — 

Glo. If ! thou protector of this damned strumpet, 
Talk'st thou to me <^ ifs ? — ^Thou art a traitor : — 
Off with his head : — now, by saint Paul I swear, 
I will not dine until I see the same. — 
Lovel, and Catesby, look, that it be done ; 
The rest that love me, rise, and follow me. 

{Exeunt cotmcUy with Gloster and Buckingham. 

Hast. Wo, wo, for Ejigland ! not a whit for me ; 
For I, too fond,! might Imve prevented this : 
Stanley did dream, the boar did rase his helm ; 
But I disdain'd it, and did scorn to fly. 
Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble, 
And startled, when lie look'd upon the Tower, 
As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house. 

(1) Weak, fooUdh. 



362 KING RICHARD IH. Act IH, 

O, novf I want the priest that sjNike to me* 
I now repent I to!d the pursuivant, 
As too triumphing, how mine enemies, 
To«^ay at Pomfret bloodily were butchered, 
And I myself secure in grace and favour. 
O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
Is light^ on poor Hastings' wretched head. 

Oite. Despatch, my lord, the duke would be at 
dinner ; 
Make a short shrift, he longs to see your head. 

Hast. O momentaiy grace of mortal men. 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God ! 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast ; 
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lofv. Come, come, despatch ; 'tis bootless to ex- 
claim. 

Hast. O, bloody Richard ! — miserable England ! 
I prophesy the fearfuPst time to thee, 
That ever wretched age hath look'd upon. — 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him mv head ; 
They smile at roe, who shortly shall be dead. 

[Exeunt. 

SCKN'EV.—Thesame. The Towertoalls. En- 
ter Gloster and Buckingham, m ruity armour^ 
tnarvelUnu iU-Javoured. 

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and change 
thy colour ? 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word, — 
And ttien again begin, and stop again. 
As if thou wert distraught, and mad with terror.^ 

Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian; 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every side, 
Tremble and start at waggmg of a straw, 
Intending! deep suspicion : ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles ; 

(1) Pretending. 
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And both are ready in their offices. 
At any time, to grace my stratagems. 
But what, is Catesby gone ? 

Glo. He is; and, sec, he brings the mayor along. 

Knter the Lord Mayor and Catesby. 

Buck. Let me alone to entertain him.— Lord 

mayor, — 
Glo. Look to the draw-bridge there. 
Buck. Hark, hark ! a drum. 

Glo. Catesby, overlook the walls. 
Buck. Lord mayor, the reason we have sent for 

you, 

Glo. Ixx)k back, defend thee, here are enemies. 
Buck. God and our innocence defend and 

guard us ! 

Enter Lovel and Ratcliff*, with Hastings' head. 

Glo, Be patient, they are friends ; Ratcliff and 
Lovel. 

LofV. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
Hie dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Glo. So dear I lov'd the man, that I must weep. 
I took him for the plainest harmless't creature, 
That breath'd upon the earth a Christian ; 
Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
The histor/ of all her secret thoughts : 
So smooth he daubM his vice with show of virtue, 
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, — 
I mean, his conversation with Shore's wife, — 
He liv'd from all attainder of suspect. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'st sheltered 
traitor 
That ever liv'd.— Look you, my lord mayor, 
Would you imagine, or almost believe, 
(Were*t not, that by great preservation 
We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted in the council-house. 
To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster.^ 

May. What! had he so .> 
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Glo. What ! think you we are Turks, or infidels ? 
Or that we would, against the foiin of law. 
Proceed thus rashly in the villain's death ; 
But tliat the extreme peril of the case. 
The peace of England, and our j^ersons' safety, 
EnforcM us to this execution ? 

May. Now, fair befall you I he deserv'd his death ; 
And your good graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn false traitors fitwn the like attempts. 
I never look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with mistress Shore. 

Buck. Yet had we not determined he should die, 
Until your lordship came to see his end ; 
Which now the loving haste of these our friends, 
Somewhat against our meaning, hath prevented : 
Because, my lord, we would have haa you heard 
The traitor speak, and timorously confess 
The manner and the purpose of his treasons ; 
That you might well have signified the same 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 
Misconstrue us in him, and wail his death. 

May. But, my good lord, your grace's word 
shall serve. 
As well as I had seen, and heard him speak : 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 
But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in thisf ca5«e. 

Glo. And to that end we wish'd your lordship 
here. 
To avoid the censures of the carping world. 

J5«cA:. But since you came too late of our intent. 
Yet witness what vou hear we did intend : 
And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell. 

[Exit Lord Mayor. 

Glo. Go after, after, cousin Buckingham. 
The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post: — 
There, at your meetest vantage of the time. 
Infer the bastardy of Edwam's children : 
Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen, 
Only for saying — he would make his son 
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Heir to the crown; meaning, indeed, his house. 
Which, by the sign thereof, was termed sa 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 
And bestial appetite in change of lust ; 
Which stretchM unto their servants, daughters, 

wives. 
Even where his rTxginz eye, or savage heart, 
Without control, listed to make his prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my person :— 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that insatiate Edward, noble York, 
My princely father, then had wars in France ; 
And, by just computation of the time. 
Found, that the issue was not his b^^ot ; 
Which well appeared in his lineaments. 
Being nothing like the noble duke my father : 
Yet touch this sparingly, as 'twere far oft"; 
Because, my lord, you know, my mother lives. 

Buck. Doubt not, my lord; Pll play the orator. 
As if the golden fee, for which I plead. 
Were for myself: and so, my lord, adieu. 

Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's 
castle ; 
Where you shall find me well accompanied. 
With reverend fathers, and well-learned bishops. 

Buck. I go ; and, towards three or four o'clock, 
Look for the news that the Guildhall afibrds. 

[Exit Buckingham. 

Glo. Go, Lovel, with all speed to doctor Shaw, — 
Go thou [to Cafe.] to friar Penker ; — bid them both 
Meet me, within this hour, at Ba^mard's castle. 

[Exeunt Lovel and Catesby. 
Now will I in, to take some privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ; 
And to give notice, that no manner of person 
Have, any time, recourse unto the princes. [Eixit. 

SCEJSTE VI.^A street. Enter a Scrivener. 

Scriv. Here is the indictment of the good lord 
Hastings; 
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Which in a set hand fairly is engrossed. 
That it may be to-day read o'er in Paul's. 
And mark how well the sequel han^ together : — 
Eleven hours I have spent to write it over, 
, For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me ; 
The precedent! was full as long a-doing : 
And yet within these five hours Hastings liv'd, 
Untainted, unexaminM, free, at Uberty. 
Here's a good world the while ! — Who is so gross, 
That cannot see this palpable device ? 
Yet who so bold, but says — he sees it not? 
Bad is the world; and all will come to nought, 
When such bad dealing must be seen in thought. 

[Exit 

SCEJ^E VII.—The same. Court ofBaynard's 
castle. Enter Gloster and Buckingham, meeting. 

Glo. How now, how now? what say the citizens ? 

Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, say not a word. 

Glo. TouchM you the bastardy of Edward's chil- 
dren ? 

Buck. I did ; with his contract with lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France ; 
The insatiate greediness of his desires. 
And his enforcement of the city wives; 
His tyranny for trifies ; his own bastardy, — 
As being got, your father then in France ; 
And his resemblance, being not like the duke. 
Withal, I did infer your lineaments, — 
Being the right idea of your father. 
Both in your form and nobleness of mind : 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 
Vour discipline in war, wisdom in peace. 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility; 
Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose, 
Untouched, or slightly handled, in discourse. 
And, when my oratory giew to an end, 

(1) Original draft 
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I bade them, that did love their countr)'s p^ood, 
Ciy — God save Richard^ England's royal king. 

Glo. And did they so ? 

Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a 
word; 
But, like dumb statues, or breathless stones, 
StarM on each other, and look'd deadly pale. 
Which when I saw, I reprehended them ; 
And ask'd the mayor, what meant this wilful silence : 
His answer was, — the people were not ua'd 
To be spoke to but by the recorder. 
Then he was urg*d to tell my tale again : 
ThiiS sailk the dukty thus hath the duke inferr'd, 
But nothing spoke in warrant froTi hini*«lf. 
When he had done, some followers of mine own, 
At lower end o' theTiall, hurlM up their caps. 
And some ten voices cried, God save king hidiard! 
And thus I took the vautage of those few, — 
Thanks f gentle citizens j and friend s^ quoth I; 
This general applause^ and cheerful shovt^ 
Argues your wisdom^ and your love to Richard : 
And even here brake off and came away. 

Glo. What tongueless blocks were they ; would 
they not speak ? 
, Will not the mayor then, and his brethren, come .' 

Buck. The mayor is here at hand; intend' some 
fear; 
Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit : 
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand, 
And stand between two churchmen, good my lord; 
For on that ground I'll make a holy descant : 
And be not easily won to our requests; 
Play the maid's part, still answer nay, and take it. 

Glo. 1 go ; and if vou plead as well for them. 
As I can say nay to thee for myself. 
No doubt we'll bring it to a happy issue. 

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor 
knocks. ' 



[Exit Gloster. 



(1) Pretend. 
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Enier the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizeni. 

Welcome, mv lord ; I dance attendance here , 
I think, the duke will not be spoke withal. — 

Enter, from the caslle, Catesby. 

Now, Catesby ! what says your lord to my request f 

Cate. He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord, 
To visit him to-morrow, or next day : 
He is within, with two right reverend fathers. 
Divinely bent to meditation ; 
And in no worldly suit would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke; 
Tell him, myself, the mayor and aldermen. 
In deep designs, in matter of great moment, 
No less importing than our eeneral good. 
Are come to have some conference with his grace. 

Cate. V\\ signify so much unto him straight. 

[Exit 

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an 
Edward ! 
He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed,l 
But on his knees at meditation ; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 
But meditating with two deep divines ; 
Not sleeping, to engross2 his idle body, 
But praying, to enrich his watchful soul : 
Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
lake on himself the sovereignty thereof: 
But, sure, I fear, we shall ne*er win him to it. 

jilay. Marry, God defend, his grace should say 
us nay ! 

Buck. I fear, he will : Here Catesby comes agam ; 
Re-enter Catesby. 

Now, Catesby, what says his grace ? 

Cate. He wonders to what end you hare i 
bled 



(1) A couch. 



(2) Fatten. 
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Such troops of citizens to come to him, 
His CTace not being wam*d thereof before, 
He tears, my lord, you mean no gt)od to him. 
Btu:k. Sorry I am, my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : 
By heaven, we come to him m perfect love; 
And so once more return and tell his grace. 

[Exit Catesby. 
When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, *ti3 hard to dravy them thence , 
So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Glostcr, in a gallery above^ bettoeen tioo 
Bishops. Catesby returns. 

May. *See, where his grace stands 'tween two 
clei^men ! 

Buck. Two props of virtue for a Christian prince. 
To stay him from the fall of vanity : 
And, see, a \xx)k of prayer in his hand; 
True ornaments to know a holy man. — 
Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requests ; 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion, and right Christian zeal. 

Glo. My lord, there needs no such apology : 
I rather do beseech you pardon me, 
Who, earnest in the service of my God, 
Neglect the visitation of my friends. 
But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleasure f 

Buck. Even that, I hope, which pleascth God 
above. 
And all good men of this ungovem'd isle. 

Glo. 1 do suspect, I have done some offence. 
That seems disgracious in the city's eye ; 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buck. You have, my lord; Would it might please 
your grace. 
On our entreaties to amend your fault! 

Glo. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian 
land.> 
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Buck. Knovr, thea, it ia your faalt, that you 
resign 
The supreme seat, the throne majestical, 
The scepterM office of your ancestors, 
Your state of fortune, and your due of birth, 
The lineal glory of your royal house. 
To the corruption of a blemishM stock : 
Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts 
(Which here we waken to our countiy*s good,) 
The noble isle doth want her proper Umbt; 
Her face defacM with scars of infamy. 
Her royal stock CTaft with ignoble plants. 
And almost shouldered' in the swallowing- gulf 
Of dark forgctfulness and deep oblivion. 
Which to recure,2 we heartily solicit • 
Your gracious self to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of thu your land : 
Not as protector, steward, substitute, 
Or lowly factor for arwther's gain : 
But as successively, from blood to blood. 
Your right of birth, your empery,^ your own. 
For this, consorted with the citizens, 
Your very worshipful and loving friends, 
And by their vehement instigation. 
In this just suit come I to move your grace. 

Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in silence, 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof^ 
Best fitteth my d^ree, or your condition : 
If, not to answer, — you might haply think. 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replyir^, yielded 
To ^ar the golden yoke of sovereignty. 
Which fondly you would here impose on me ; 
If to reprove you for this suit of yours, 
So seasonM with your faithful love to me, 
Then, on the other side, I checkM my friends. 
Therefore, — to speak, and to avoid the first ; . 
And, then in speaking, not to incur the last,^ 
Definitively thus I answer you. 

(1) ITirust into. (2) Recover. (3) Empire. 
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Your love deserves my thanks ; but my desert 
Unmeritable, shuns your high request 
First, if all obstacles were cut away, 
And that my path were even to the crown, 
As the ripe revenue and due of birth ; 
Yet so much is my poverty of spirit, 
So mighty, and so many, priy defects, 
That I would rather hide roe irota my greatness. 
Being a baric to brook no mighty sea, — 
Than in my greatness covet to be hid, 
And in the vapour of my gloiy smother'd. 
But, God be thankM, there is no need of me ; 
(And much I needi to help you, if need were ;) 
The royal tree hath left us roj-al fruit, 
Which, mellowed by the stealing hours of time. 
Will well become the seat of majesty, 
And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 
On him I lay what you would lay on me, 
The right and fortune of his happy stars, — 
Which, God defend, that I should wring from him ! 
Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in your 
grace; 
But the respects thereof are nice^ and trivial. 
All circumstances well considered. 
You say, that Edward is your brother's son ; 
So say we too, but not by Edward's wife : 
For first he was contract to ladv Lucy, 
Your mother lives a witness to his vow ; 
And afterwards by substitute betroth'd 
To Bona, sister to the king of France. 
These both put by, a poor petitioner, 
A care-crazM mother to a many sons, 
A beauty-waning and distressed widow. 
Even in the aftenioon of her best days. 
Made prize and purchase of his wanton"«ye, 
Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoughts 
To base declension and loath'd bigamy : 
By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 

(1) Want ability. (2) Minute. 
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This Edward, wh<Mn our manners call — the princre. 

More bitterly could I expostulate, 

Save that, for reverence to some alive, 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 

Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 

This proflerM benefit of dignity : 

If not to blcs^ us and the land withal, 

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 

From the corruption of abusing time, 

Unto a lineal true-derived course. 

May. Do, good my lord ; your citizens entreat 
you. 

Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this j)roffer*d love. 

Ckiie. O, make them joyful, gi-ant their lawful suit. 

Gh. Alas, why would you heap those cares ou me? 
I am unfit for state and majesty:— 
I do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 
I c9iinot, nor I will not, yield to you. 

Buck. If you refuse it, — as in love and xeal. 
Loath to depose the child, your brother's son ; 
As well we know your tenderness of heart. 
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse, • 
Which we have noted in you to your, kindred. 
And equally, indeed, to all estates, — 
Yet know, wheV you accept our suit or no. 
Your brother's son shall never reign our king ; 
But we will plant some other in your throne, 
To the disgrace and downfall of your house. 
And, in this resolution, here we leave you ; 
Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

[Exeunt Buckingham and Citizens. 

Cktte. Call them again, sweet prince, accept 
their suit ; 
If you deny them, all the land will rue it 

Glo. WHl you enforce me to a world of cares > 
Well, call them again; I am not made of stone. 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, [Ex, Cate. 
Albeit against my conscience and my souL— 

(1) Pity. 



Scene L KING RICHARD III. 



373 



Reenter Buckingham, and the rest. 
Cousin of BuckiRgham, and sage, grave men, — 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 
To bear her burden, whe'r I will, or no, 
I must have patience to endure (he load : 
But if black scandal, or foul-fac'd reproach, 
Attend the sec^uel of your imposition, 
Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; 
For God he knows, and you may partly see, 
How far I am from the desire of this. 
May. God bless your grace ! we see it, and will 

say it 
GIo. In saying so, you shall but say the truth. 
^uck. Then I salute you with this royal title, - 
Long live king Richard, England's worthy king .' 
All, Amen. 
Buck, To-morrow may it please you to be 

crown'd ? 
Glo. Even when you please, since you will have 

it so. 
Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your grace; 
And so, most joyfully, we take our leave. 
Glo. Come, let us to our holy work again. — 

[To the Bishops. 
Farewell, good cousin ;— farewell, gentle friends. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 

SCEJ^E I— Before the Tower. Enter on me 
side. Queen Elizabeth, duchess of York, and 
marquis of Dorset; on the other y Anne, duchess 
o/*Gloster, leading Lady Margaret Plantagenet, 
Clarence's young daughter. 

Duch. "Who meets us here?— my niece Plan- 
tagenet 
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Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster ? 
Now, for my life, she's wand'ring to the Tower, 
On pure heart's love, to greet the tender prince. 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne. God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of day ! 

Q. Eliz. As much to you, good sister.^ Whither 

away i 
Anne. No further than the Tower; and, as I 
guess. 
Upon the like devotion as yourselves. 
To gratulate the gentle princes there. 

Q. Eliz. Kind sister, thanks ; we'll enter all 
together : 

hnttr Brakenbury. 
And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. — 
Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave. 
How doth the prince, and my young son of York.? 
Brak. Right well, dear madam : By your pa- 
tience, 
I may not suffer you to visit them ; 
The king hath strictly chargM the contraiy. 
Q. Eliz. The king! who's that? 
Brak. I mean, the lord protector. 

Q. Eliz. The Lord protect him from that kjngly 
tide ! 
Hath he n&i bounds between their love, and me ^ 
1 am tlieir mother, who shall bar me from them } 
J)uch. 1 am their father's mother, I will see them. 
Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their 
mother : 
Then bring me to their sights; I'll bear thv blame, 
And take 3iy office from thee, on thy peril. 

Brak. No, madam, no, I may not leave it so; 
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 

{Exit Brakenbury. 
Enter Stanley. 
Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one houl 
hence. 
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And V\\ salute your grace of York as mother, 
And reverend looker-on of two fair queens. — 
Come, madam, you must straight to Westminster. 
[To the duchess of Gloster. 
There to be crowned Richard's roval queen. 

Q. Etiz. Ah, cut my lace asunder ! 
Tliat my pent heart may have some scope to beat, 
Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news. 

^rme. Despiteful tidings ! O unpleasing news ! 

Dor. Be of good ch^r: — Mother, how fares 
your grace f 

Q. Eliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, ^t thee gone. 
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels; 
Thy mother's name is (xninous to children : 
If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas, 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughter-house. 
Lest thou increase the number of the dead ; 
And make me die the thrall of Mai^ret'a curse, — 
Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted queen. 

Stan, Full of vise care is tills your counsel, 
madam : — 
Take all the swift advantage of the hours ; 
You shall have letters from me to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwise delay. 

Duck. O ill-dispersing wind of misery ! 
O my accursed womb, the bed of death ; 
A cockatrice* hast thou hatch'd to the world, 
Whose unavoided eye is murderous ! 

Stan. Come, madam, come ; I in all haste was 
sent. 

Anne. And I with all unwillingness will go. — 
O, would to God, that the inclusive verge 
Of golden metal,^ that must round my brow. 
Were red-hot steel, to sear^ me to the brain! 

(1) A serpent supposed to originate from a cock's 

(2) The crown. (3) Bum. 
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Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; 

And die, ere men can say — God save (he queen ! 

Q. Eliz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy gloiy ; 
To feed mv humour, wish thyself no hann. 

Arvne. No ! why ? — When ne, that is ray husband 
now. 
Came to me, as I followM Hennr's corse ; 
When scarce the blood was well washM from his 

hands, 
Which issuM from my other angd husband. 
And that dead saint which then I weeping followed ; 
O, when, I say, I look'd on Richard^s face, 
This was my wish, — Be ihoUf quoth I, accursed. 
For making tne, so youngs so old a widow / 
And, when thou wedd'st, let sorrow haunt thy bed; 
And be thy wife {if any be so triad) 
More miserable by the life of thee. 
Than thou hast made me by my dear lord's death .' 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again. 
Even in so short a space, my woman^s heart 
Grossly grew captive to his hofley words. 
And provM the subject of mine own soul*s curse : 
Which ever since hath held mine eyes from rest ; 
For never yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep. 
But with his timorous dreams was still awakM. 
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick ; 
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 

Q. Eliz. Poor heart, adieu: I pity thy com- 
plaining. 

Anne. No more than wi»h my soul I mourn for 
yours. 

Dor, Farewell, thou woful welcomer of glory ! 

Aime. Adieu, poor soul, that tak^st thy leave 
of it! 

Duch. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune 

guide thee !— [ To Dorset. 

Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee I— 

[2\»Ajme. 
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Go tbou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess 
thee! [STo Q. Elizabeth. 

I to mj grave, where peace and rest lie with me I 
Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen, 
And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen.* 
Q. Eliz. Stay yet ; look back, with me, unto the 
Tower. — 
Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes, 
Wnom envy hath immurM within your walls ! 
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones ! 
Rude ragged nurse! old sullen play-fellow. 
For ten(ur princes, use my babies well .' ♦ 
So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell. [Exe, 

SCRJSTE IL^A room of state in the palace. 
Flourish of trumpets. At.iv,hard, as king upon 
Alt throne ; Buckingham, Catesby, a Page, and 
others, 

K, Rich. Stand all apart. — Cousin of Bucking- 
ham, 

Buck. My gracious sovereiCTi. 
K. Rich. Give me thy hand Thus high, by thy 
advice. 
And thy assistance, is king Richard seated : — 
But shall we wear these glories for a day f 
Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them ? 
Biu:k. Still live they, and for ever let th^m last ! 
K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do 1 play the 
touch,2 
To tiy if thou be current gold, indeed :•— 
Voung Edward lives ;— Think now what I would 
speak. 
Ruck. Say on, my loving lord. 
K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be 

kin^. 
Buck. Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned 

JtlZicA. Ha! am I king.? 'TIS so: but Edward 
liven. 

(1) Sorrow. (2) Touchstone. 
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Buck. True, noi^Ie prince. 

K, Rich. O bitter coD8e(|uence, 

That Edward still should live, — trae, noble pnnce !— 
Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull : — 
Shall I be plain f I wish the bastards dead ; 
And I would have it suddenly peiformM. 
What say^st thou now ? speak suddenly, be brief. 

Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure: 

K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness 
freezes: 
Say, have I thy consent, that they shall die ? 

Buck. Give me some breath, some little pause, 
dear lord. 
Before I positively speak in this : 
I will resolve vour grace immediately. [Ex. Buck. 

Cote, The king is angry ; see, he gnaws his lip. 

[Aside. 

K, Rich. I will converse with iron-witted fools, 
[Descends from his throne. 
And unrespective^ boys : none are for me, 
That look mto me with considerate eyes ; — 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect.-^ 
Boy, 

Page. My lord. 

K. Rich. Know*8t thou not any, whom corrupt- 
ing gold 
Would tempt unto a close exploits of d^ath ? 

Page. I know a discontented ^v^nilunian. 
Whose humble means match not his haughty mind : 
Gold were ns good as twenty orators^ 
And will, no ooubt, tempt him to any thing. 

K. Rich. What is his name ? 

Page. His name, my lord, is — Tyrrel. 

K. Rich. I partly know the man ; Go, call him 
hither, boy. — [Exit Page. 

The deep-revolvinff, witty* Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels : 
Hath he so long held out with me untirM, 

1) Inconsiderate. (2)Seci'et act '^3) Cunning. 
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And st^ he now for breath ? — well, be it so. — 

Enter Stanley. 

How now, lord Stanley ? whaf s the news ? 

Stan. Know, mv loving lord, 

The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. 

K.Rich. Coine hither, Catesby: rumour it abroad, 
That Anne, my wife, is veiy ^evous sick ; 
I will take order for her keepmg close. 
Inquire me out some nlean-bom s^ntleman. 
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence* daugh- 
ter:— 
The boy is foolish, and I fear not him. — 
Look, 1k)w thou dream*st ! — I say again, give out, 
That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die : 
About it ; for it stands me much upon,* 
To stop all hopes, whose growth may damage me. — 
[Exit Catesby. 
I must be married to my brother's daughter, 
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle ^ass : — 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her ! 
Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in 
So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin. 
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye. — 

Re-enter Page, with Tyrrel. 

Is thy name — Tyrrel f 

Tyr. James TyiTel, and your most obedient 
subject 

K. Rich. Art thou, indeed? 

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious lord. 

K.Rich. Dar'st thou resolve to kill a friend of 
mine .' 

Tyr. Please you ; but I had rather kill two ene- 
mies. 

K. Rich. Why, then thou hast it ; two deep ene- 
mies, 
Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep's disturbers, 

(1) It is of the utmost ccmsequence to my designs 
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Are tiiej that I would have ti^e dealt opoa : 
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards m the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me have open means to ccxne to them. 
And soon I'll rid you from the fear of them. 

K. Rich. Thou sing^st sweet music. Hark,c<»ne 
hither, Tyrrel; 
Go, by this token : — Rise, and lend thbe ear : 

[Whispers. 
There is no more but so : — Say, it is done. 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it 

7'yr. 1 will despatch it straight [Exit 

Re-enter Buckingham. 
Buck. My lord, I have consider*d in my mind 
The late demand that you did sound me in. 
K. Rich. Well, let that rest Dorset is fled to 

Richmond. 
Buck. I hear the news, my lord. 
K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's son : — ^Well, 

look to it 
Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by 

fromise, 
your honour and your faith is pawn'd ; 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables, 
Which you have promised I shall possess. 

K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife; if she convey 
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 
Buck. What says your highness to my just re- 
quest ? 
K. Rich. I do remember me, — Henry the Sixth 
Did prophesy, that Richmond should be king, 
When Richmond was a little peevisl^ boy. 

A king ! — perhaps 

Buck. My lord, 

K. Rich. How chance, the prophet could not at 
that time. 
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him ? 
Buck. My lord, your promise for the earldom,— 

(1) Act (2) Foolish. 
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K. Rich, Richmond! — When last I was at Exeter, 
The mayor in courtesy show'd me the castle, 
And caird it— Rouge-mont : at which name, I 

started; 
Because a bard of Ireland told me once, 
I should not live long after I saw Richmond. 

Buck. My lord, 

K. Rich. Ay, what's o'clock ? 

Buck. 1 am thus boW 

To put your CTace in mind of what you promised me 

K. Rich. Well, but what ia't o'clock ? 

Buck. Upon the stroke 

Often. 

K. Rich. Well, let it strike. 

Buck. Why, let it strike > 

K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack,i thou keep'st 
the stroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditaticm. 
I am not in the giving veiri to-day. 

Buck. Why, then resolve me whe'r you will, 
or na 

K. Rich. Thou troublest me ; I am not in the 
vein. [Exeunt King Richard, and <ratn. 

Buck. And is it thus ? repays he my deep service 
With such contempt .•* made I him king for this i 
O, let n^ think on Hastings ; and be ^one 
ToBrecknock,2 while my fearful head is on. [Exit. 

SCEJ^E III.^Thesame. Enter Tyrrel 
Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done ; 
The most arch deed of piteous massacre, 
That ever yet this land was guiltjr of. 
Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless^ butchery. 
Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion. 
Wept like two children, in their death's sad stoiy. 

(1) An image like those at St. Dunstan's church 
in Fleet-street 

(2) His castle in Wales. (3) Merciless. 
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O tkuSf quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babeSy^- 
Thus, thttSy quoth Forrest, girdling one another 
JVOhin their alabaster innocent arms : 
Their lips were four red roses on a stalk. 
Which, in their stanmer beauty, kiss'd each other. 
A book qf prayers on their pillow lay ; 
Which once, quoth Forrest, abnosi chang''d my 

mind,' 
But, O, the <few^— there the villain stopp'd; 
When Dighton thus told on, — we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature. 
That, from, the prime creation, e'er she framed. — 
Hence both are g^e with conscience and remorse, 
Tha^ could not speak ; and so I left them both, 
To bear this tidii^ to the bloody king. 

Enter King Richard. 

And herehe comes : — ^All health,my soverei^ lord ! 

K. Rich. Kind Tjrrrel ! am 1 happy in thy news? 

Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget ^our happines8, be happy then. 
For it IS done. 

K. Rich. But didst thou see them dead ? 

Tyr. I did, my lord. 

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tvrrel ? 

7)fr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried 
them; 
But where, to say the truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after 
supper. 
When thou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Mean time, but think how I may dc thee good. 
And be inheritor of thy desire. 
Farewell, till then. 

Tyr* I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

K, Rich. The son of Clarence have I penned up 
close; 
His daughter meanly matched in marriage ; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom. 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night 
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Now, for I know the Bretagnei Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter. 
And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown, 
To her I go, a jolly thriving wooer. 
Enter Catesby. 
Caie. My lord,— 
K. JRidu Good news or bad, that thou com'st in 

so bluntly ? 
Caie. Bad news, my lord: Morton^ is fled to 
Richmond ; 
And Buckingham, backM with the hardy Welsh- 
men, 
[s in tlie field, and still his power increaseth. 
K*. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more 
near, 
Than Buckingham, and his rash-levied strength. 
Come, — I have leamM, that fearful commenting 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay ; 
Delay leads impotent and snail-pacM beggary : 
Then fiery expedition be mv wing, 
Jove*8 Mercury, and herald for a king ! 
Go, muster men : My counsel is my shield ; 
We must be brief, when traitors brave the field. 

[Exeunt. 
SCEJSTE IK— The same. Before the Palace. 
Enter Queen Margaret 
0« Mar. So, now prosperity b^'ns to mellow. 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in these confines sliiy have I lurked. 
To watch the waning of mine enemies. 
A dire induction^ am I witness to. 
And will to France; hoping, the consequence 
Wi'l prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 
Withoraw thee, wretched Margaret ! who comes 
here? 

(1) The countiy in which Richmond had taken 
lefuge. 

(2) Bishop of Elr. (3) Introduction. 
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Enter Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess of York. 

Q. Eliz. Ah, my poor princes ! ah, my tender 
babes ! 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! 
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air, 
And be not BxM in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation ! 

Q. Mar. Hover about her; say, that right for right- 
Hath dimmM your infant mom to aged night. 

Dvch. So many miseries have craz'd my voice. 
That mv wo-wearied tongue is still and mute, — 
Edward Plantagenct, why art thou dead ? 

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt 

Q. Eliz. Wilt thou, God, fly from such gentle 
lambs, 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 
When didst thou sleep, when such a deed was done? 
Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my sweel 

son. 
Duch. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-livii^ 
ghost, 
Wo's scene, world's shame, grave's due by life 

usurp'd, 
Brief abstract and record of tedious days. 
Rest thy unrest on England's lawful earth, 

[Sitting down. 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood ! 
Q. Eliz. Ah, that thou would'st as soon afford a 
grave, • 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seal ; 
Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here ! 
Ah, who hath any cause to mourn, but we ? 

[Sitting doion by her. 
Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent. 
Give mine the benefit of seniory,* 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 

(1) Seniority. 
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If sorrow can admit society, 

[ISUiing doum with Ihem, 
*Tell o*er your Woes again by viewing mine : — 
I had an Edward, till a Richard killM him ; 
I had a husband, till a Richard killM him : 
Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him ; 
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard killM him. 

Duch. I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him ; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him. 

Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard 
kiird him. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death : 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood ; 
That foul defacer of God's handy-work ; 
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth. 
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls. 
Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves. — 
O upright, just, and true-disposing God, 
How do I thank thee, that tnis carnal cur 
Preys on th6 issue of his mother's body, 
And makes her pew-fellow* with ethers' moan ! 

Duch, O, Harr}''s wife, triumph not in my woes ; 
God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 

Q. Mar, Bear with roe, I am hungiy for revenge. 
And now 1 cloy me with beholding it 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd mv Edward ; 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Exlward ; 
Young York be is but boot,2 because both they 
Match not the hi^h perfection of my loss. 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that stabb'd my Edward ; 
And the beholders of this tragic play, 
The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 
Untimely snu>ther'd in their dusky ^ves. 
Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer; 
Only reserv'd their factor, to buy souls. 
And send tbem thither : But at hand, at hand, 

(1) Companion. (2) Thrown in to boot. 
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Ensues hia piteous and unpitied end : 
Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints prajr, 
To have nim suddenly conveyM from hence : — 
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray» 
That 1 may live to sa^, The dog is dead ! 
Q. EUz. O, thou didst prophesy, the time would 

come. 
That I should wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back'd toad. 
Q, Mar. I calPd thee then, vain flourish of my 

fortune; 
I called thee then, poor shadow, painted queen ; 
The presentation cNf but what I was. 
The flattering index' of a direful pageant. 
One heav'd a high, to be hurIM down below 
A mother only mockM with two fair babes ; 
A dream of what thou wast; a garish? flag, 
To be the aim of eveiy dangerous shot; 
A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; 
A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 
Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers ? 
Where be my two sons ? wherein dost thou joy? 
Who sues, and kneels, and says — God save the 

queen? 
Where be the bending peers that fiatterM thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops that followM thee ? 
Decline all this, and see what now thou art 
For happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 
For joy till mother, (Mie that wails the name; 
For one being sued to, one that humbly sues ; 
For queen, a very caitifi* crown*d with care : 
For one that scomM at me, now scom*d of me ; 
For one bfiing fear*d of all, now fearing one ; 
For one commanding all, o^y*d of none. 
Thus hath the course oi justice wheePd about, 
And left thee but a very prey to time ; 

(1) Indexes were anciently placed at the be- 
ginningof books. 
2) Flaring. 
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Having no more but thought o( what thou wert, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art 
Thou didst usurp my place, And dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow? 
Now thy proud neck bears half my burden'd yoke ; 
From which even here I slip my wearied head, 
And leave the burden of it ail on thee. 
Farewell, York's wife, — and queen of sad mis- 
chance, — 
These English woes shall make me smile in France. 

Q. Eliz. O thou well skill'd in curses, stay a while, 
And teach me how to curse mine «iemies. 

Q. Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, and &st the 
day; 
Compare dead happiness with living wo ; 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were, i 
And he, that slew them, fouler than he is : 
Bettering thy loss makes the bad Causer worse ; * 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. ' 

Q. Eliz. My words are dull, O, quicken them' 
with thine ! 

Q. Mctr. Thy woes will make &em sharp, and 
pierce like mine. {Exit Q. Mar. 

Duch. Why should calamity be full of words .^ 

Q. Eliz. Windy attorneys to their client .wo**, 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys, » 

Poor breathmg orators of miseries ! • T 

Let them have scope : though what they do impeit 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 

JJuch. If so, then be not tongue-ty'd : go with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words let's smother . 

My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smother'd. 

[Drum, wUfkn. 

1 hear his drum, — ^be copious in exclaims. > 

Enter King Richard, and his irai^nj marching. 

K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my expedition T 

Duch. O, she, that might have intercepted thee, 
By strangling thee in her accursed womb, 
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done. 

VOL. V. 2 B 
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q. EUx, Hid*8t thoa that forehead with a golden 
crown. 
Where should be branded, if that right were right, 
The slaughter of the prince that ow^d^ that crown. 
And the dire death of my ipoor sons, and brothers f 
Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my children ? 
Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother 
Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his son ? 

Q. EUz, Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaugfaan, 

Grey? 
Duch. \Vhere is kind Hastings? 
K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets ! — ^strike alarun, 
drums ! 
.I^t not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord^s anointed: Strike, I say. — 

[Flourish. Alarums, 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 
Or with the clainorous report of war 
Thus will 1 drown your exclamations. 
Duch. Art thou my son ? 
K. Rich. Ay; I thank God, my father, and yoar- 

self. 
Duch. Then patiently hear my impatience. 
K. Rich. Madam, 1 have a touch of your con- 
dition,2 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 
Duch. O, let me speak. 
K. Rich. Do, then ; but PU not hear. 

Duch. I will be mild and gentle in my words. 
K. Rich. And brief, good mother ; for I am in 

haste. 
Duch. Art thou so hasty? I have staid for thee, 
God knows, in torment and in agony. 
K. Rich. And came I not at last to comfort you ? 
Duch. No, by the lioly rood,3 thou know*st it well, 
Thou cam^st on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me ; 

(1) Owned. (2) Disposition. (3) Crosi. 
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Tfttchyi and wayward was thy infancy ; 
Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, and fu- 
rious; 
Hiy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and ven- 
turous; 
Thy age confirm'd, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody. 
More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canst thou name. 
That ever grac'd me in thy ccHnpany ? 

K. Rich. *Faith, none, Init Humphrey Hour, that 
calPd your grace 
To breakfast once, forth of my oxnpany. 
If I be so disgracious in your sight. 
Let me march on, and not offend you, madam. — 
Strike up the drum. 

Duch. I pr'ythee, hear me speak. 

K. Rich. You speak too bitterly. 

Duch. Hear me a word ; 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 

K. Rich. So. 

Duch. Either thou wilt die, by God*s just Grdi- 
nance. 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror; 
Or T with grief and extreme age shall perish. 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore, take with thee my most heavy curse ^ 
"Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more. 
Than all the c6mplete armour that thou wear*st ! 
My prayers on the adverse party fight ; 
And there the little souls of Edwara^s children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies. 
And promise them success and victory. 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ; 
Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death attend. 

[Exit. 

Q. Eliz. Though far more cause, yet much less 
spirit to curse 
Abides in me ; I say amen to her. [Going. 

(1) Touchy, fretful. 
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K. Rich. Stay, madanii I mutttpeak a word with 

you. 
Q. Eliz. I have no more sonsoTthexo^al blood. 
For thee to murder: {ot mydai^ters, Richard,— 
Thev shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K. Rich. You have a daughter caU*dr-£lizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Q Elix. And must she die M>r this f O, let her live,' 
And I*U corrupt her manners, stain her beauty ; 
Slander myself as false to £dward*8 bed ; 
Throw over her the veil of infamy : 
So she may live unscarr'd of bleadin^ slaughter, 
I will confess she was not £dward*s daughter. 
K. Rich, Wrong not her birth, she isof royai 

blood. 
Q. Eliz. To save beriife, 1*11 say-f shie is-npt^. 
K, Rich. Her life is safest only in her birth. . 
Q. Eliz. And only in that safety died herbnH 

thers. 
JC Rich, Lo, at their births good stan were op- 
posite. 
Q. Eliz. No, to their hVes bad friends were con- 
trary. 
K. Rich. All unavoided^ is the doom of destiny. 
Q. Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes d^- 
tiny: 
My babes were destinM to a fairer death. 
If grace had blessM thee with a fairer life. 
K. Rich. You speak, as if that I had slain my 

cousins. 
Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed; and by their uncle 
cozen'd 
Of comlbrt, kingdom, kindred, freedom, Ufe. * 
Vilaose hands soever lanc*d their tender hearts, 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : ■ ' • * 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted oalby stone-hard beart, a 

(1) Unavoidable.. 
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'To revel in the entraHs of my lambs. 
But that still I use of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue should to thj ears not name my bo^'S, 
Till that my nails were anchored in thine eyes ; 
And I, in such a desperate bay of death, 
Like a poor bark, of sails And tackling reft, 
■^ush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 

K. Rick. Madam, so thrive 1 in my enterprize, 
•And dangerous success of bloody wars, 
As I intend more good to you and yours. 
Than ever you or yours, by me were harm*d ! 
' Q. Rlii. What go6d is^cov^r'd with the lace of 

heaven, 
To be discovered, that can do me good I' 
•' K. Rich, The advancement of your children, 
gentle lady. 
Q. Eliz. Up to scMne scaffold, there to lose their 
heaas.^ 
' K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of fortune. 
The hich imperial type of this earth's glory.2 

Q. Eliz. Flatter my sorrows with report of it; 
Tell me, what state, what di^itj', what honour, 
Canst thou demise^ to any child of rnine.^ 

K. Rich. Even all I have ; ay, and myself and all, 
Will I withal endow a child of thine ; 
So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 
Thou drown ihe sad remembrance of those wrongs. 
Which, thou supposest, I have done to thee. 
Q. Efi:t. Be brief, lest that the process of thy 
kuidness 
Last longer telling than thy kindness* date. 
K. Rich. Then know, that from my soul, I love 

thy daughter. 
Q. Eliz. my daughter's mother thinks it with her 

soul. 
K. Rich. What do you think ? 
Q. Eliz. That thou dost loye my daughter, from 
- thy sotth: 

(1) Constant (2) A crown. (3) Bequeath. 
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So, from thy isoars love, didst iaaa \w% ber brothers ; 
Aiid, from my hearths love, I do thank thee for it 

K. Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my mean- 
ing: 
I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter, 
And do intend to make her queen of En^and. 

Q. EUz. Well then, who dost thou mean shall be 
ber king ? 

K. Rich. Even he, that makes her queen : Who 
else should be ? 

Q.Elix. What, thou? 

JC Rich. Even so : What think you 

of it, madam ? 

Q. EUz. How canst thou woo ber ? 

K. Rich. That I would learn of you. 

As one being best acquainted with her humour. 

Q. EUix. And wilt thou learn of me ? 

K. Rich. Madam, with all mv heart 

Q. EHz. Send to her by the man that slew her 
brodiers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave, 
Eklward, and York, then, haply,^ will she weep : 
Therefore present to her, — as sometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, steeped in Rutland^s blood, — 
A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain 
The purple sap from her sweet brotber*s body, 
And Did her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 
If this inducement move her not to love, 
Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 
Tell her, thou mad*st away her uncle Clarence, 
Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and, for her sake, 
Mad*st cjuick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich. You mock me, madam ; this is not the 
way 
To win your daughter. 

Q. EUz. There is no other way ; 

Unless thou conld^st put on some other shape. 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

(1) Perhaps. 
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K. Rich. Say, that I didall this for kyreof her? 

Q. Elix. Nay, then indeed, she cannot choose 
but have thee, 
Havinf^ bought lov^ with such a bloody spoil. 

K. Rich, Look, what is done cannot be novr 
amended: 
Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes. 
Which after-hours give leisure to repent 
If I did take the kingdom from your sons. 
To make amends, Pll give it to your daughter. 
If I have kilPd the issue of your womb. 
To quicken your increase, I will b^;et 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter. 
A grandam^s name is little less in love. 
Than is the doting title of a mother; 
They are as children, but one step below. 
Even of your mettle, of your veiy blood ; 
Of all one pain, — save for a night of groans 
EndurM of her, for whom you bid like sorrow. 
Your children were vexation to your youth. 
But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 
The loss, vou have, is but — a son being king. 
And, by that loss, your daughter is ms^e queen. 
I cannot make you what* amends I would. 
Therefore accept such kindness as I can. 
Dorset, your son, that, with a fearful soul. 
Leads discontented steps in foreign soil. 
This fair alliance quickly shall call home 
To high promotions and great dignity : 
The king, that calls vour beauteous daughter— wife^ 
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset — brother; 
Again shall you be mother to a king. 
And all the ruins of distressful times 
RepairM with double riches of content 
What ! we have many goodly days to see : 
The liquid drops of tears that you have shod. 
Shall come again, transformed to orient pearl ; 
Advantaging their loan, with interest 
Of ten-times-double gain of happiness. 
Go then, my mother, to thy daughter, go ; 
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Make bold her bashful yean with yoor experience ; 
^^pare her ears to hear a wooer^s tale^ 
Put in her tender heart the aspurbf flanie 
Of golden sovereie^iity ; acquaint the princess 
rWiUv4lie'Sweet silent 4x>urs af marriage joys : 
And when this arm of mine hath cha^sed 
The petty rebel, dull-brainM Buckingham/ 
Bound with triumphant gariands will I come, 
And lead thy daughter to a ccmqueror's bed ; 
Td-wIk:^ I will retail my conquest won, 
And she shall be sde victress, Cseaar^s Csesar. 
€• Eliz. What were I best to say ? her lather's 
1 brother 
Would be her lordf Or shall I say, her uncle f 
Or, he that slc^ her brothers, and her uncles ? 
Under what title shall I woo for thee'. 
That God, the law, my honour, and her lo^e. 
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years f 
iC Bich, Infer fair England^s peace by this al- 
liance. 
Q. EXiz, Which she shall purchase with still 

lasting war. 
■iC Eich, Tell her, the king, that may command, 

entreats. 
Q. KUx, That at her hands, which the king's 

, Kii^ forbids. I 
K. Rich, oa^f she shall be a high and mighty 

queen. 
Q. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother doth. 
/ K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlastingly. 
Q. Eliz. But bow long shall that title, ever, last ? 
K. Ricli. Sweetly in force unto her fair lifers end. 
Q. Eliz. But how long fairly shall her sweet life 

last.^ 
K. Rich. As long as Heaven, and nature length • 

ens it. 
Q.Elia. As long as hell, and Richard, likes of it 

(1) In the Levilical law, chap, xviii. 14. 
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K, Rich. Say, I, her soverei^, am Ber subject 

low. 
Q. Elht. But she, jour subject, loaths such sove- 
reignty. 
K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 
Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best, being plain- 

ly told. 
K. Rich. Then, in plain terms tell her my loving 

tale. 
Q. Eliz. Plain, and not honest, is too harsh a stjie. 
K. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and too 

quick. 
Q. Eliz. O, no, my reasons are too deep and 

dead ; — 
Tpo'deefp and dead, poor infants, in their graves. 
- K. Rich. Harp not on that stiing, maduin ; that 

is past. 
Q. Eliz. Harp on it still shall I, till heart-strings 
t break. 

K. Rich. Now, by my George, my garter,* and 

• my crown, — 
g. Eliz. Profaned, dishonoured, and the third 

usurp'd. 
K. Rich, I swear. 

Q Eliz. By nothing ; for this is no oath. 

Thy George, profan'd, hath lost its holy honour ; 



' something 1 
Swear then by something that thou hast not wronged. 
K. Rich. Now by the world, — 
Q. Eliz. 'Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

K. Rich. My father's death,— 
Q. Eliz. Thy life hath that dishonoured 

K. Rich. Then, by myself,— 
Q. Eliz. Thyself is self-misus'd. 

K. Rich. Why then, by God,— 
Q. JEUz. God*s wrong is most of alL 

(1)' The ensigns of the order of the Garter. . 
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If tbou hadTst fearM to break an oath by him. 
The uiiitji the kin^ thy brother made. 
Had not been broken, nor my brother slain. 
If thou hadst fearM to break an oath by him. 
The imperial metal, circling now thy head, 
Had mc*d the tender temples of my child ; 
And both the princes had been breathing here. 
Which now, two tender bed-fellows for dust. 
Thy broken faith hath made a prey fw worms. 
What canst thou swear by now ? 

K. Rich. By the time to come. 

Q. Eliz. That thou hast wronged in the time 
overpast; 
For I myself have many tears to wash 
Hereafter time, for time past, wrongM by thee. 
The children live, whose parents tlMu hast slaugfa- 

ter'd, 
UngovemM youth, to wail it in their age : 
The parents live, whose children thou ha^ butcher'd. 
Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come : for that thou hast 
BlisusM ere usM, by times ill-us*d o*erpast 

K. Rich. As I intend to prosper, and repent! 
So thrii'e I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arms ! myself myself confound ! 
Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy hours ! 
Day, yield me not thy light ; nor, night, thy rest ! 
Be opposite all planets of good luck 
To my proceeding, if, with pure heart's love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter .' 
In her consists my happiness, and thine ; 
Without her, follows to myself, and thee. 
Herself, the land, and many a Christian soul. 
Death, desolation, ruin, and decay : 
It cannot be avoided but by this; 
It will not be avoided, but by this. 
Therefore, dear mother (I must call you so,) 
Be the attorney of my love to her. 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 
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Not mj- deserts, but what I will deserve : 
Urge the necessity and state of times, 
And be not peevish! found in great designs. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ? 

K, Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I forget myself, to be myself? 

K. Rich. Ay, if yourselTs remembrance wrongs 
yourself. 

Q. Eliz. But thou didst kill my children. 

K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb 1 buiy 
them: 
Where, in that nest of spiceiy,' they shall breed 
Selves of themselves, to your recomforture. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ? 

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Q. Eliz. I go. — Write to me very shortly. 
And you shall understand from me her mind. 

K. Rich. Bear her my true love*s kiss, and so 
farewell. UCissing her. Exit Q. Eliz. 
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing—^woman i 
How now ? what news f 

Enter Ratcliff; Catesby foUoioingl 

Rat. Most mi^^ sovereign, on the western coast 
Rideth a puissant navy ; to the shore 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
UnarmM, and unresolved to beat them back : 
*Ti8 thought, that Richmond is their admiral ; 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them ashore. 

JC Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the duke 
of Norfolk :— 
Ratcliff, tln'self,— or Catesby ; where is he ? 

Cate. H^re, my good lora. 

K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the duke. 

Cate. I will, my lord, with all convenient haste. 

K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither: Post to Salisbury; 
When thou com*8t thither, — ^Dull unmindful villain, 

[To Catesby 

(1) Foolish. (2) The phoenix's nest 
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Why star*8t thou here, and go'st not to the duk« ? 
Cate. First, mighty liege, tell me your highness' 
pleasure, 
What from your grace I shall deliver to him. 
K, Rich. O, true, good Gate^y ; — ^Bid him levy 
straight 
The greatest strength and power he can make, 
And meet me sudc^nly at Salisbury. 

Cat9, 1 go. [Exit 

. Rat. What,, may it plet^ you, shall I do at Sal- 

isbuiT ? 

. K Rich. Why, whAt t^ould'st thou do there, 

before 1 go .' 

' Bat. Your high^ss told me, I should post before. 

JEnfer Stanley. 

K. Rich. My mind is changM. Stanley, what 

news with you ? 
Stan. None good, my liege, to please you with 
the hearing ; 
Nor none so bad, but well may be reported. 
R. Rich. Heyday, a riddle I neither good nor 
bad! 
'What need*st thou run so many mites about, ' 
Whe^n thou may'st tell <hy tale* the nearest way ? 
Once more, what neWs^ 
Sfdn. Richmond is on the seas. 

K. Rich. There let him sink, and be the ^eaa 
on him ! 
White-liver'd runagate, what dOth he there ? 
Stan: I know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess. 
K. Rich. Well, as you guess ? 
Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorset, Buckingham, and 
Morton, 
He mattes for England, here to claim the crown. 
K. Rich. Is the c*iair einpty ? is tl»e sword un- 
sway*d?; ' ''<■'<• 
■fs th^ king dead f the empire impossess'd ? 
What heir- of York is there alive, but we ? 
And.w^) is £Rglai.\Vs Jcing, but great York's heir? 
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Then, leU me, what makes he upon the seas? 
Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 
K. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your 
liege. 
You cannot guess wherefore the Weldunan comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, 1 fear. 
Stan. No, mighty liege; therefore mistmstmeoott*. 
K. Rich. Where is thy power then, to beat him 
back ? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ? 
Are they not now upon the western shore, 
SafeK:6nducting the rebels from their ships ? 
Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the 

north. 
K. Rich. Cold friends to me : what do they in 
the north. 
When tb^ should serve their sovereign in the west? 
Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty, 
king: 
Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave, 
V\\ muster up my friends ; and meet your grace, 
Wliere, and what time, your majesty shall please. ! 
K. Rich. Ay, av, thou would'st be goae to joint 
with Richmond : 
I will not trust you, sir. 

Stttn, Most ifjghty sovereim, 

You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful ; 
I never was, nor never will be, false. 
K. Rich. Well, ^, muster men. But, hear you, 
leave behmd 
Your son, George Stanley ; look your heart be firm, 
Or else his head's assurance is but frail. 
Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 
[Exit Stanley. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My gracious sovereign, now in Devonshire, ' 
As I by friends am well advertised, , ; 

Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother, 
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IVith naskj more cxmfederates, are in amis. 
Enter another Messenger. 

2 Jlfesff. In Kent, my liege, the Guildfbrds are in 

arms; 
And eveiy hour more competitors* 
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows strong. 

£71^ another Messenger. 

3 Mett. My lord, the array of great Backup- 

hanK— 

K. Rich. Out on ye, owls ! nothing bat sonn of 

death ? [lie strikes him. 

There, take thou that, till thou bring better news. 

3 Mes*. The news I have to tell your nu^jesty. 
Is, — that, by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is dispersM and scattered ; 
And he himself wanderM away alone, 
No man knows whither. 

K. Rich. O, I cry you mercy : 

There is my purse, to cure that blow of thine. 
Uath any well-advised friend proclaim^ 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 

3 Mess. Such proclamation hath been made, my 

liege. 

Enter another Messenger. 

4 Mess. Sir Thomas Lo\'el, and lord marquis 

Dorset, 
*Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 
But this good comfort bring I to your highness, — 
The Bretagne navy is dispersM by tempest : 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks, 
If they were his assistants, yea, or no ; 
Who answer'd him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party : he, mistrusting them, 
HoisM sail, and made his course again for Bretagne. 

(1) Associates. 
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K. Rick. March on, inarch on, since tv« are up 
in arms ; 
If not to fight mth foreign enemies, 
Yet to beat down these rebels here at ]K)me. 
Enter Catesbj. 

CaU, My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken. 
That is the best news ; That the earlof Richmond 
Is, with a mi{^^ power,! landed at Milford, 
Is colder news, but yet they must be told, 

K. Rich. Away, towards Salisbury ; while we 
reason here^ 
A royal battle might be won and lost : — 
Some one take order, Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury; — the rest march on with me. [Exe. 

SCEJ^E v.— A room in Lord Stanley's house. 
Enter Stanley and S«V Christopher Urswick.2 

Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from 
me: — 
That, in the sty of this most bloody boar. 
My son Geoi^e Stanley is frankM^ up in hold ; 
If I revolt, off goes youn^ George's head ; 
The fear of that withhold my present aid. 
But, tell me, where is princely Kichmond now ? 

Qiris. At Pembroke, or at Ha'rford-west, in 
Wales. 

Stan. What men of name resort to him ? 

Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned seedier; 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, sir William Stanley ; 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, sir James Blunt, 
And Rkre ap Thomas, with a valiant crew ; 
And many other of great fame and worth : 
And towards London do they bend their course. 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Stan, Well, hie thee to thy lord ; commend mf 
to him; 

(1) Force. 

(2) Chaplain to the countess of Richmond. 

(3) A sty in which hc^ are set apart for fattening 
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Tell him, the queen hath heartilv consented 
He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 
These letters will resolve him of my mind. 
Farewell. [Givts papers to Hir Christopher. 

[ExeunL 



ACT V. 

SCB^E I. — Salisbury. An open flace. , Enter 
, the SheriflTi and Guard, toith Buckingham, led to 
* execution, . • 

Buck. Will not king Ridiard let me speak with 
him? • 

Sker. No, my good lord j^ therefore be {^tient 

Buck. Hastings, and£dward^8 children. Rivers, 
Grey, 
Holy king Heniy, and thy fair son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have miscarried 
Bv underhand corrupted foul iniustice; 
If that your nuxxly discontented souls - i 

Do through the clouds behold this present hour,- [ 
Even for revenge mock my destruction ! ■ ' 

This is All-Souls* day, fellows, is it not? ^ 

Sher. It is, my lord. 

Buck. Why, then All-Souls' day is my body*s 
doomsday. 
This is the day, which, in king Edward's time, 
I wishM might fall on me, wl^n I was found 
False to his children, or his wife's allies : ' 

This is the day, wherein I wish*d to fall 
By the false faith of him whom most I trusted ; 
This, this All-Souls' day to my fearful «)ul, 
Is the determin'd respite of mv wron^t' 
That high All-seer which I dallied with, 
Hath tum'd my feigned prayer on m^ head. 
And given in earnest what 1 begg'd m jest 

(1) Injurious practices. 
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Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their masters' bosoms: 
Thus Margaret's curse fells heavy on mv neck, — 
When ke, quoth she, shaU split ihy heart with 

sorrow. 
Remember Margaret was a prophetess. — 
Come, sirs, convey me to the blocli of shame ; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
[Exeunt Buckingham, ifc. 

SCEJ^E jr.— Plain near Tamworth. Enter, 
with drum and colours, Richmond, Oxford, Sir 
James Blunt, Sir Walter Herbert, and others, 
with forces, marching. 

Richm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving 
friends, 
Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny, 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment ; 
And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement 
The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 
That spoiled your summer fields, and fruitful vines. 
Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his 

trough 
In your embowellM bosoms, this foul swine 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle. 
Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn : 
From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march. 
In God's name, cheerlv on, courageous friends. 
To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oxf. Eveiy man's conscience is a thousand swords, 
To fight against that bloody homicide. 

Herb. I doubt not, but his friends will turn to us. 

Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends 
for fear ; 
Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him. 

Richm. All for our vantage. Then, in God's 
name, march : 

VOL. V. 2 
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True hope is swift, and flies with swallow's wings, 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

{Exeuni, 

SCEJ^E IIL—Bosworih Field. Enter King 
Richard, and forces; the \Duke of Norfolk, 
Earl of Surrey, and others. 

K. Rich. Here pitch our tents, even here in 
Bosworth field. — 
My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ? 

Sur, My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

K. Rich. My lord of Norfolk, 

JSTor. Here, most gracious liege. 

JCRich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; Hai 
must we not .** 

JWw. We must both give and take, my loving lord. 

K, Rich. Up with my tent : Here will I lie to- 
night ; 

[Soldiers begin to set up theking*$ tent. 
But where, to-morrow.'' — Well, airs one for that. — 
Who hath desciied the number of the traitors ^ 

J^or. Six or seven thousand is thejr utmost power. 

K. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that account : 
Besides, the king's name is a tower of strength, 
Which they upon the adverse faction want 
Up with the tent. — Ccone, noble gentlemen, 
Let us survey the vantage of the ground ; — 
Call for some men of sound direction : — 
Let's want no discipline, make no delay ; 
For, lords, to-moiTow is a busy day. [Exeunt. 

Enter, on the other side of Oie feld, Richmond, 
Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and other Lords. 
Some of the soldiers pitch Richmond's tent. 

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden set, 
And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 
C ives token of a goodly day to-morrow. — 
Sir William Brandixi, you shall bear my standard. — 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent ; — 
I'll draw the form and model of our battle. 
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Limit! each leader to his several charge, 
And part in just proportion oar small power. 
My lord of Oxford, — you, sir William Brandon,—* 
And you, sir Walter Herbert, stay with me : 
The earl of Pembrc^e keeps2 his regiment ; — 
Good captain Blunt, bear mv good-night to him, 
And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent : — 
Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me ; 
Where is lora Stanley quartered, do you know ? 

Bluni. Unless I have mistaken his colours mu<.i), 
(Which, well I am assur'd^ I have not done,) 
His regiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mi^ty power of the king. 

Rickm. If without peril it be possible. 
Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak with 

him, 
And give him frtnn me this most needful note. 

Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, Pll undertake it ; 
And so, God give you quiet; rest to-ni^ ! 

Richm, Good night, good captain Blunt. Come, 
gentlonen. 
Let OS consult upon to-morrow's business ; 
In to my tent, the air is raw and cold. 

[They tcithdraw into the teni. 

Enter, to his teni. King Richard, Norfolk, Ratcliff, 
and Catesby. 

K. Rich. What is't o'clock ? 

Cate. It's supper time, iny lord ! 

It's nine o'clock. 

K. Rich. I will not sup to-night — 

Give me some ink and paper. — 
What, is my beaver easier than it was f — 
And all my annour laid into mv tent.? 

Cate. It is, my liege; and ail things are in read! • 
ness. 

K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge 

(1) Appoint. (2) Remains with. 



406 KING RICHARD lU. Act V. 

Uae careful watch, choose trusty sentinels. 

J^Tor. \ go, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentla 
Norfolk. 

^or. I warrant vou, my lord. \ExtL 

K. Rich. Ratcliflr, 

Rat. Mjrbrd.? 

K. Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arras 

To Stanley*s regiment ; bid him bring his power 
Before sun-rising, lest his son Geoige fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night. — 
Fill me a bowl of wine. — Give me a watch :' — 

[To Catesby. 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. — 
Look that my staves^ be sound, and not too heavy. 
Ratcliff, 

Rat My lord.? 

K. Rich. Saw^st thou the melancholy lord Nor- 
thumberland ? 

Rai. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himself, 
Much about cock-shut' time, from troop to troop. 
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers. 

K. Rich. J am satisfied. Give me a bowl of wine : 
I have not that alacrity of spirit, 
Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. — 
So, set it down. — Is ink and paper ready.? 

Rat. It is, my lord. 

K. Ricfi. Bid my guard watch ; leave me. 

About the mid of night, come to my tent 
And help to arm me. — Leave me, I say. 

[Kins; Richard retires into his tent. Exeuvu 
Jiatcliff and Catesby. 

Richmond's tent opens, and discovers him and Jus 
officers. Sec, Enter Stanley. 
Stan. Fortune and victoiy sit on thy helm ! 
Richm, All comfort that the dark night can afford, 

(1) A watch-light. (2) Wood of the lances. 
(3) TwUight 
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Be to thy person, noble father-in-law ! 
Tell me, how fares our loving mother f 

Stan, ly by attorney,' bless thee from thjr mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good: 
So much for that. — The silent hours steal on, 
And flaky darkness breaks within the east 
In brief, for so the season bids us be. 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning ; 
And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes, and mortal-staring war. 
I, as 1 may (that which I would, 1 cannot,) 
With best advantage will deceive the time, 
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms : 
But on thy side I may not be too forward, 
Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George, 
Be executed in his rather's sight 
Farewell : The leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love. 
And ample interchange of sweet discourse, 
Which so long sunder d friends should dwell upon : 
God give us leisure for these rites of love ! 
Once more, adieu : — Be valiant, and speed well ! 

Richm. Good lords, conduct him to his raiment • 
1*11 strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap ; 
Lest leaden slumber peise3 me down to-morrow, 
When I should mount with wings of victory ; 
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 
[Exeunt Lordsy ^c. with Stanley 
O Thou! whose captain I account myself, 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath. 
That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement. 
That we may praise thee in thy victoiy ! 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul. 
Ere I let fall the windows of mme eyes ; 
Sleeping, and waking, O, defend me still ! [Sleqtt 

(1) Deputation. (2) Weigh. 
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The Ghost of Prince Edward, son io Henry (ht 
Sixthf rises between the two tents. 

Ghost Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 
[To King Richard. 
Think, how thou slab'dst me in my prime of youth 
At Tewksbuiy; Despair therefore, and die ! — 
Be cheerful, Richmond ; for the wronged souls 
Of butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Henry's issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

The Ghost of King Henry ike Sixth rises. 

Ghost When 1 was mortal, my anointed body 
[^0 King Richard. 
Br thee was punched full of deadly holes : 
Think on the Tower, and me ; Despair, and die ; 
Hany the Sixth bids thee despair and die. — 
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror i 

[To Richmond. 
Harry, that prophesy *d thou should'st be king. 
Doth cc»nfort thee in thy sleep ; Live, and flourish! 

The Ghost of Clarence rises. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 
[To King Richard. 
I, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine. 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray 'd to death ! 
To-morrow in the battle think on me. 
And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and die !— 

Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster, 

[To Richmond. 
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee ; 
Good angeb guard thy battle ! Live, and flourish I 

The Ghosts o/*Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan, rise. 

Biv. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow, 
[To King Richard. 
Rivers, that died at Pomfret ! Despair, and die ! 
Grey. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul despair ! 
fr© King Richard. 
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Vav^h. Think upon Yaughan ; and, with guilty 
fear. 
Let fall thy lance! Despair, and die; ! — 

[7'o King Richard. 
AIL Awake ! and think, our wrongs in Richard's 
bosom (To Richmond. 

Will conquer him ; — awake, and win the day ! 

The Ghost of Hastings rises. 

Ghost. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake ; 

[To King Richard. 
And in a bloody battle end thy days ! 
Think on lord Hastings; and des^mir, and die! — 
Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake ! 

[ To Richmond. 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England*8 sake ! 

7*he Ghosts ef the two young Princes rise. 

Ghosts. Dream on thy cousins smotherM in the 
Tower ; 
Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death ! 
Tlw nephews* souls bid thee despair, and die. — 

Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy ; 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's aunoy! 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings ! 
Edward's unhappy sons do bid thee flourish. 

7%e Ghost of Queen Anne rises. 

Ghost. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne 
thy wife. 
That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 
Now fills thy sleep with perturbations - 
To-morrow, in the battle, think on me, 
And fall thy edgeless sword; Despair, and die!— 

Thou, quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep ; 

[To Richmoad. 
Dream of success an*' happy victoiy ; 
Th^ adversary's wife doth pruy ibr thee. 
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The Ghost (jf Buckingham rises. 

Ghost. The first was I, that helpM thee to the 
crown ; [ To King Richard. 

The last was I that felt thy tyranny : 
O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy piltiness .' , 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death 
Fainting, despair; despairing;, yield thy breath!- 
I cUed for hope, ere I could lend thee aid : 

[To Richmond. 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay'd : 
God and good angels fi^ht on Richmond's side ; 
And Richard falls in height of all his pride. 

[T/te Ghosts vanish. King Ricbaid starts owi 
of his dream. 
K.Bich. Give me another horse,— bind op my 
wounds, — 
Have mercy, Jesu!— Soft; I did bnt dream; 

coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me ! — 
The lights bum blue. — It is now dead midnieht 
Cold fearfiil drops stand on my trembling flesL 
What do I fear? myself? there's none else by : 
Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I. 

Is there a murderer here ? No ; — Yes ; I am : 
Then fly, — What, from myself? Great reason: 

Why? 
i^est I revenge. What ? Myself on myself? 

1 Jove myself. Wherefore? for any good. 
That I myself have done unto myself? 

O, no : alas, I rather hate nwself. 
For hateful deeds ctMnmitted by myself. 
1 am a villain : Yet I lie, I am not 
Fool, of thyself speak well :— Fool, do not flatter. 
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues. 
And every tongue brings in a several tale. 
And every tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjuiy, perjury, in the highest degree ; 
Murder, stem murder, in the dir*st degree ; 
All several sins, all us'd in each degree. 
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Throng to the bar, crying all, — Guilty ! guilty ! 
I shall despair. — There is no creature loves me ; 
And, if I die, no soul will pity me : — 
Nay, wherefore should they .'' since that I myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself 
Methought, the souls of all that I had murder'd 
Came to my tent : and eveiy one did threat 
To-morrow's vengeance <xi the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliff. 

Hat My lord, 

K. Rich. Who's there ? 

Jtat. RatclifT, my lord ; 'tis I. The early village 
cock 
Hath twice done salutation to the mom ; 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 

K. Rich. O, Ratclifi; I have dream'd a fearful 
dream ! 
What thinkest thou ? will our friends prove all true ? 

Rat No doubt, my lord. 

K. Rich. RatcHff, I fear, I fear,— 

Rat Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows. 

K. Rich. By the Apostle Paul, shadows to-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard, 
Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers, 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; 
Under our tents I'll play the eaves-dropper. 
To hear, if any mean to shrink frcnn me. 

[Exeunt King Richai'd and RatcIiC 

Richmond wakes. Enter Oxford and others. 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 
Rxchm. 'Ciy mercy, lords, and watchful gentle« 
men. 
That you have ta'en a tardy sluggard here. 
Lords. How have you slept, my lord } 
Richm. The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding 
dreams. 
That ever enter'd in a drowsy head, 
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Hare I since your departure had, mj lords. 
Methought, their souls, whose bodies Richard mur- 

derM, 
Came to my tent, and cried— On ! victoiy ! 
1 promise you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 
How far into the morning is it, lords ? 

Lords, Upon the stroke of four. 

Richm, Why, then 'tis time to arm, and give di- 
rection. — [He advances to the troops. 
More than I have said, loving countiymeii, 
The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on : Yet remember tliis, — 
God, and our good cause, fight upon our side ; 
The prayers of lK>ly saints, and wronged souls. 
Like higb-rearM bulwarks, stand before our faces; 
Richard except, those, whom we fight against. 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. . 
For what is he diey follow ? truly, gentlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; 
One raisM in blood, and one in blood establish^ ; 
One that made means to come by what he hath. 
And slatighterM those that were the means to help 

liim; 
A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England's chair, i where lie is falsely set. 
One that hath ever been God*s enemy : 
Then, if you fight against God's enemy, 
God will, in justice, ward2 you as his soldiers ; 
If you do sweat to put a tyrant down, 
Y^ou sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain ; 
If you do fight against your ceuntiy's foes. 
Your country's fat shall pay your pains the hire ; 
If you do fight in saf^arcl of your wives, 
Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors ; 
If you do free your children from the sword. 
Your children's children quit^ it in your agje. 
Then, in the name of God, and all these rights, 

(1) Throne. (2) Guard. (3) Requite. 
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Advance your standards, draw your willing swords; 
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 
jShall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold face ; 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The least of you shall share his part thereof. 
Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully; 
God, and Saint George I Bichmcmd, and .victory ! 

[Eaxunt. 
Re-erUer King Richard, Ratcliff, atkndants, and 
forces. 
K. Rich. What said Northumberland, as touch- 
ing Richmond ? 
Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 
K. Rich. He said the truth: And what said 

Surrey then ? 
Rat. He smilM and said, the better for our pur- 
pose. 
K. Rich. He was i*the right; and so, indeed, it is. 
[Clock strikes. 
Tell the clock there. — Give me a calendar. — 
Who saw the sun to-day ? 
Rat Not I, my lord. 

K. Rich. Then he disdains to shine ; for, by the 
book. 
He should have brav*d^ the east an hour ago : 
A black day will it be to somebody. 

Ratcliff, 

Rat. My lord.? 

K. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day ; 

The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 
I would, these dewy tears were from the ground. 
Not shine to-day ! Why, what is that to me. 
More than to Richmond .'' for the self-same heaven, 
That frowns on me, looks sadly upon him. 
Enter Norfolk. 
J^or. Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in the 
field. 

(1) Made it splendid. 
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K. Rich. Come, bustle, bustle ; — Caparison mjr 
horse; — 
Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power :— 
I will lead forth my soldiers to die plain, 
And thus my battle shall be ordereo. 
My foreward shall be drawn out all in length, 
Cc«si8ting equally of horse and foot ; 
Our archers shall be placed in the midst : 
John duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of this foot and horse. 
They thus directed, we ourself will foUow 
In the main battle ; whose puissance on either side 
Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 
This, and Saint George to boot.'— What think'st 
thou, Norfolk? 

J^or, A good direction, warlike soTereign. — 
This found I on my tent this morning. 

[Giving a ^crolL 
K Rich. JockyofJ^TorfoUc, be not too bold, [Reads. 
For Dickim} thy nuuter is bought tmd aoUL 
A thing devised by the enemy. — 
Go, gentlemen, eveiy man unto his chaige : 
Let not our babbling dreams atfrienl our souls ; 
Conscience is but a wora that cowards use. 
Devised at first to keep the strong in awe ; 
Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law. 
March on, join bravely, let's to't pell-mell ; 
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. 

What shall I say mere than I have inferred ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ; — 
A sort^ of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways, 
A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants. 
Whom their o*er-cloy*d country vomits forth 
To desperate ventures and assur'd destructioQ. 
You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest ; 
You having lands, and blessM with beauteous wives. 
They would restrain the one, distain the other. 

(1) The ancient familiarizatioD of Richard. 

(2) Company. 
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And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow, 
Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost ? 
A milk-sop, one that never in his life 
Felt so much cold as over-shoes in snow? 
Lef 8 whip these stragglers o'er the seas again ; 
Lash hence these over-weening rags of France, 
These famishM b^;gar8, weary of their lives; 
Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit. 
For want of means, poor rats, had hang*d themselves* 
If we be conquerM, let men conquer us. 
And not these bastard Bretagnes ; whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb*d, and thumpM, 
And, on record, left them the heirs of shame. 
Shall these enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives ^ 
Ravish our daughters ^ — Hark, I hear their drum.' 
{Drum afar off'. 
Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen ! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood ; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves .'t 

Enter a Messenger. 

What says lord Stanley ? will he bring his power r 

Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

jr. Rich. Off instantly with his son George's head. 

JVbr. My lord, the enemy is pass'd the marsh; 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K. Rich. A thousand hearts are great within my 
bosom: 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes; 
Our ancient word of courage, fail Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons ! 
Upon them I Victory sits on our helms. [ExeurU. 

SCEJSTE IV.-^Anoiher part of the JUld. Alar- 
um: Excursions. Enter Norfolk, and forces f 
to him Catesby. 
date. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue ! 

(1) Fright the skies with the shivers of your lances. 
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The king enacts more wonders than a man, 
Daring an opposite to every dan«;er ; 
His horse is slain, and all on foot he tights, 
Seeking for Riclimond in the throat of death : 
Rescue, lair lord, or else the day is lost ! 

Alarum. Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich. A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a 
horse! 

Caie. Withdraw, my lord, I'll help you to a horse. 

K. Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon a cast. 
And I will stand the hazard of the die . 
I think, there be six Richmoods in the field ; 
FiFe have I slain to-day, instead of him : — 
Ahorse! ahorse! my kingdom for a horse! [Exe. 

Ahntrnt. Enter King Richard and Richmond ; 
and exeunt Aehttng: Retreat, andJUnirish. 
Then enter Richmond, Stanley, bearing the 
crovm, with divers other Lords, and forces. 

Richm. God, taid yoor amis, be prais'd, victo- 
rious friends ; 
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou 
acquit thee ! 
Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty. 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal ; 
"Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it 

Richm. Great God of heaven, say, Amen, to all : — 
But, tell me first, is young George Stanley living .> 

Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town ; 
Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us. 

Ridmi. What men of name are slain on either 
side? 

Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrer^ 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and sir William Brandon. 

Richm. Inter their tJodies as becomes dieir births. 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled, 
That in submission will return to u« 
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And then, as we have ta'en the sacrament, 
We will unite the white rose with the red : — 
Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction, 
That long hath frown*d upon their enmity !— 
"What traitor hears me, and says not, — Amen ? 
England hath lon^ been mad, and scarrM herself; 
The brother blindly shed the brotIier*s blood, 
The father rashly slaughter'd his own son. 
The son, compeU*d, been butcher to the sir© ; 
All this divided York and Lancaster, 
Divided, in their dire division. — 
O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true succeeders of each royal house. 
By God^s fair ordinance conjoin together ! 
And let their heirs (God, if thy will be so,) 
Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac*d peace. 
With smiline plenty, and fair prosperous days ! 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 
That would reduce these bloody days again. 
And make poor England weep in streams of blood ! 
Let them not live to taste this land's increase. 
That would with treason wound this fair land's 

peace ! 
Now civil wounds are rtopp'd^peace lives again ; 
That she may long live here, Uod say — Amen. 

[Exeunt 

This is one of the roost celebrated of our author's 
performances ; yet I know not whether it has not 
Happened to him as to others, to be praisocl most, 
when praise is not most deserved. That this play 
has scenes noble in themselves, and very well con- 
trived to strike in the exhibition, cannot be denied. 
But some parts are trifling, others shocking, and 
•ome improbable. JOHNSON. 

END OF VOL. V. 
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